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I R E F AC E. 


4 Lene HE MEDAL of this Collecs 
K 7 * tion thankfully acknowledge the 
favourable Reception it has hi- 
OK of therto met with; this, together 
with the frequent Demand of late 


for it, and its Scarcity, induce them to hope = 


another Edition will not be unwelcome, 
eſpecially as they have endeavoured. to ren- 
der that, they now offer to the Public, not 
only more entertaining, but alſo more uſeful 
than either of the former Impreſſions, 
To which Purpoſe, the ſeveral Paſſages. 
are now arranged in a chronological Series, 
accor to the Time when the reſpective 
Plays from whence the Extracts contained in 
this Publication are particularly taken, firſt 


appeared on the Stage, or in Print. 
* I. 


i TJ PREFACE. 


One Intention of this Arrangement is to 
ſhew the different Modes of theatrical Ex- 
preſſion, from the Time of Shakeſpear to the 
preſent Day; and whereas the Sons of the 
Muſes are but too much addicted to picking 
and ſtealing from each other, (we mean 
only poetical Treaſure) it was further pro- 
poſed hereby to furniſh the intelligent Reader 
with a Means of detecting theſe little Thefts, 
to enable him to trace the Progreſs of. parti- 
cular Sentiments thro? a Variety of Hands, 
and thence to do Juſtice to the real Authors. 
It has been thought neceſſary to ſtrike out 
ſome Paſſages inſerted in the former Addi- 
tions, either on Account of their improper 
Diſpoſition, or becauſe of the Obſcurity, or 


Dncertainty of their Authors; perhaps the 


Omiſnon of more would not have been in- 
— e weaning ner 5 

In the Additions, moſt, if not all the 

Dramatic Performances, down to the Year 


- 7 17555 that could afford Materials proper for 


ſuch a Collection, and which had been before 

unnotic'd, have been conſulted, and Extracts 
from the greater Fart of them are occaſton- - 
ally inſerted: In the Choice of theſe Addi- 
tions no Regard has been had to the Succeſs 
any particular Piece has met with on the 
Stage; Merit cannot always withſtand the 
80 | f; .& JO Rage 


'W 2 
"> Fl - 
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Rage of Faction, or the Clamours of Pre- 
judice: And ſome Plays that afford great 
Pleaſure in the Cloſet, yield much leſs in the 
Repreſentation. With, Reſpect to ſuch Com- 
ha as have not been able to gain Ad- 
mittance to the Theatres, it may, perhaps, 
be ſufficient to obſerve, that this ought not 
to determine their real Worth, unleſs the 


Judgment of every theatrical Manager, or 


licenſed Inſpector of Plays, be ſuppoſed in- 
fallible. | . | 663: 4: 9% 
However, the preſent Editor is far from 


contending for the Excellence of every Per- 


formance here taken Notice of ; many of 
them richly deſerved the Contempt they have 
met with: Nevertheleſs, out of ſome, even 
of the worſt, may here and there be gleaned 
a ſtriking Sentiment, a pertinent RefleQion, 
or an appoſite Simile, that wanted nothi 

but a more elegant Dreſs, or to be in better 
Company, to recommend them. True l it 


is like raking in a Dunghill to find a Pearl; 
dged on his 


but as the Labour was not grudged o1 
Part, it is hoped Candour will take no Ex: 
ception at ſuch Inſertions. 


The modern Adaption of | 2 ame to. the 


Stage. renders any Apology for the Extracts 
from thence unneceflary : And tho the inge: 
nious Mr, Maſon never deſigned his e 

9942 a2 2 or 
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= ' racy, with Reſpect to 


10 The PREFACE. 

for public Repreſentation, its Form, as a 
Dramatic Poem, made it not improper to 
enrich this Collection with a few of the many 


Beauties with which that Compoſition 


abounds. The giving WE BSTER'S Unfortu- 
nate ' Dutcheſs of Malfi a Place among the 
Additions, was principally deſigned to ſhew 
there was a Time when Fables were faſhion- 
able even in Tragedy. 

The Uſe of the.annexed Liſt of Plays is 
too obvious to require a particular Explana- 
tion: The Dates are chiefly taken from JA- 
cops Poetical Regiſter, and CiBBER's Lives of 
the Poets; it is to be wiſhed theſe Authors 
had more exactly aſcertained the firſt Ap- 
. pearance of the feveral Performances they 

mention; Shakeſpear's, and ſome others of 
the early Dramatic Writers, might not have 
tome to their Knowledge; but more Accu- 
4 modern Poets, as 
Rowe, Cc. might have been expected, eſpe- 
cially from the latter of the abovemention'd 
Biographers, who has been ſo long and ſo 
_ intimately converſant in theatrical Matters. 


Notwithſtanding the Care that has been 


taken to correct the Imperfections of the 
former Editions, the Editor is conſcious of 
ſome Inadvertencies: For Inſtance, under 
the Article Dauntleſs, two of the three Ex- 


. 4 q "> 23S. fo. | * X y.. 
L th IE; n 


The PR E F ACE. 9 


tracts ſhould have been placed under Dead; 
poſſiby there may be more Miſtakes of the 
ſame Sort, tho? but a few. May this in- - 
genuous Acknowledgement of one be ac- 
cepted in Excuſe for all his Defects; and if, 
upon the Whole, it ſhall appear that he has 
endeavoured to do well, it is hoped the can- 
did Reader will with Horace ſay, 

— ——— Non ego 's 

Offendar paucts = — 


NM. B. The Additions are ſeverally diſtin- 


guiſh'd by prefix d Aſteriſks, 
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| AN 
ALPHABETICAL 


I N D E X 


OF THE | 
SeveRaL PLAYS. 


From whence the ExTRacTs in this CoL- 


LECTION are taken: With the Dates of their 


reſpective Appearance. 


N. B. The Mark * denotes the Plays not to have hid 
in the former Editions; 4 fignifies the rs never 


to have appeared on the Stage. 


Ae T Tragedy, C Comedy TC Tragi 
| Comedy, Magee, O bn WE 


; Names of Plays, po uthors. | Date 
Bdelazar, T Mrs. A hra enn | 1671 i 
Abramule, T Dr. Joſeph Trap 1704 
* Agamemnon, T Mr. 5 Thompſon 1733 
Aglaura, TC Sir John Sucklin —— 
Albion & Albanus, O John Dryden, Eſq; 1685 
Albovine, 1 A Sir William Davenant 
Alcibiades, T Mr. Thomas Otway 1635 


2 4 f , Alexander, * 


* 
* 


INDEX. 


% 


2 Names of Plays. Authors, Date 
Alexander, T Mr. Nat. Lee 1677 
Alfred, M. David Mallet, Eſq; 1758 

All for Love, T John Dryden, Eſq; 1678 


All's well that i | 
el, G | Mr. William Shakeſpear — 


* Alzia, T Aaron Hill, Eſq; 1736 
*+ Amaſis, T - Mr. Charles Marſh 1738 
Ambitious Step» a 
15 ebe . } Nicholas Rowe, Eſq; 1698 
** Ie, John Dryden, Eſq; 1691 
yg ha T 1 Sir N Sedley 1677 
Antiochus, Mrs. Wiſeman 1706 
A _ 25 Mr. John Dennis 1708 
*+ Arminius, T . Mr. William Paterſon 1740 
Aſſignation, C John Dryden, Eſgq; 1678 
Atheiſt, C Mr. Thomas Otway 168 
Aurengzebe John Dryden, Eſq; 1678 
i 1 | | | 


®* Barbaroſfla, T 


Beliſarius, T ——- Philips 1735 

* Boadicea, T Mr. Glover 1753 
Bonduca, T Beaumont and Fletcher —— 

"» Prennoralt, T Sir John Sucklin— 
BritiſhEnchanters, 0 Lord Lanſdown 1696 

The Brothers, T Mr. James Shirley 1652 
The * T Dr. Edward Voung 1753 

| «pit The ſame Author 1719 


Cæſar * Mr. Nat. Lee 1680 


*Czſar in Egypt, T Colley Cibber, Eſq; Ca 
aius 


» 


1 Mr, Rowe's firſt Play, 


Plays. 


Caius Marius, T 
Catiline, T 
Cato, T 


Chances, C 


Cheats, C 
Circe, O 
Cleomenes, T 
Comus, M 
Conqueſt of Gra- 
nada, T 
Conſtantine, T 
* Conſtantine, T 
Coriolanus, T 
Coriolanus, T 
* Coriolanus, T 
Coxcomb, C 


| Darius, T. 
Diſappointment, 0 
_Diftreſs'd Mother, T 
Don Carlos, T 


IND E x 


Mr. Nat. Lee 
Mr. Philip Francis 


Don Sebaſtian, T © 
Double Marriage, T. 


Authors. Date 


Mr. Thomas Otway 1680 
Ben. fohnſon 1611 


Joſeph Addiſon, Eſq; 1712 


Originally wrote by 4 © 
— and 
Fletcher: Al- | 
tered and revived d 
by George vil. 
lars, D F 
Buckin 

Mr. John 


of 
ham 
Alſon 
— Dr. harles Davenant Ws 
1 Dryden, Eſq; 


Milton . 


John Dryden, Eſq; 


Shakeſpear | 

Mr. Nahum Tate 
Mr. James Thomſon 
Beaumont and Fletcher 
Mr. William Whitehead 1754 


Beaumont d HW. ,—_— 


Ben. Johaſon Hit — 
p 4 \ Le 
4 5-7; * } 146 : C 
3 ” 
| 1 bh 
Mr. Joh - 1688 


Mr. Thomas Southeda'/ 1684 
Ambroſe Phili 


120 9 


Jobn Dryden, E 6 
O0 ” Ss 4 $44 
umont and Fletcher 


C3 


Taye. - 225126 / Authors. 


Duke of lou. Ambroſe Philips, Eſq; 
Duke of Guiſe, Dryden and Lee 
Duke of Lerma, T Sir Robert Howard 


E. 


® Earl of Eſſex, T Mr. Henry Jones 
Earl of Warwick T Mr. Tolſon 


*+ Ed | 
belgoners, T d Mr. James Thomſon 


Edward the B. r 
= Prince, T Mr. * * 
| win, T Geo effreys, Eſq; 
.* Elfrida Mr. Maſon 

® Elmeric, T Mr. Lillo 
Eugenia T, - Mr. Philip Francis 


\* Burydice T, David Mallet, Eſq; 


. 


Fair Captive, T. Mrs. Eliza Heywood 
Fair Inconſtant, T. Aaron Hill, Eſq; 
Fair Penitent, T. Nicholas Rowe, Eſq; 
Fall of Mortimer, y 
Fall of Saguntum, T Philip Frowde, Eſq; 
Fatal Divorce, T. Mr. — _ 
rne Sydn 
„Fatal Love, T. 1 Wandesberd, Ela; 
Fatal Marriage, T Mr. Thomas Southern 
1 Fatal M; 
atal Viſion, T 
Fate of C 


INDEX. 


Plays. Authors. 

Frederick Duke . ' 

of Brunſwick- Mrs. Eliza Heywood 

Lunenburgh, I Fay J © 8 

G. 

Generous Con- . | 

queror, T F a; Tos ge, 
CO T Mr. Nat. Lee | 
Sb, T. 27" þ Mr. Joby Oldmizon =» = 
Greenwich-park, C Mr. William Mountford 
*} Guſtavus Vaſa, T Henry Brooke, Eq; 
: II. | f 4 - 
Hamlet, T 
* IV. zparts, 
Henry V.T V 
Henry VI. T 
Henry VIII. T 2 
Henry V. T Aaron Hill, Eſq; ?; 
— _ Lord Lanſddown | _ 

umourous Lieu. | | 2 

IJ. &I. | e 
Jane Grey, F Nicholas Rowe, Eſgq © 
Jane Shore, T Ihe flame 
Jealous Lovers, C Mr. T. Randolph © © 1668 
Jew of 2 e. Me 8 — 

mperial Captives, I Mr. John Mo | 1720 

Indian —— 7 4 ths 


Tadian Queen, T 3 31 ir 1 


* 


Injured Inno- 
_ 8 
igenia, 

Fine, + 

® Irene, T 
Iſland Princeſs, TC 
Jus Czſar, T 


King Lear, T 
King of Naples, T 
1 * of Malta, TC 


| Liblrty Aſſerted, 13 
Love and Duty 
Love in a Tub, C 
Love's Cruelty, T 

Love Trium- 


I Lover's Fre. 


100 Brother, T 
Loyal General, 1 
Loyal Subject, C 
Lucius TH 


INDEX. 
Authors. 


Mr. Fettiplace Bellers 


Mr. John Dennis 

Mr. Charles Goring 
Mr. Samuel Johnſon - 
Beaumont ang F letcher | 


** John en, Eſq; Lin 16 9 ; 
4 Mr. am Has ard * 1737 


Shakeſpear 4 
Colley Cibber, Eſq; 1745 
Shakeſpear & , c— Q- 
Mr. Nahum Tate 1687 
Mr, George Powel + — 


b. lern Dennis 144 
— Sturmy uh} 54 
Sir George L124 
Mr. James Shirley - © 


John Dryden, Ed): | 1694 


| » Bedumont and Fletrhes, — 


Mr. Thomas Southern 1682 
Mr. Nahum Tate 1680 
„ „ e — 
Mr. Nat. Les 0 2 4 36d 
Sir Richard Steel 499i? $1 "4504 

M. 


I N-DE Xx. 


Plays. Authors. 


Date 
M. 1 ; 
Macbeth, I © --Shakef — 


* Mahomet, T | | Rev. Air James b. Miller 1744 
Maid's T y, T Beaumont and Fletcher! 


Mariamne, la Mr. Elijah Fenton 
Marriage A- 
7 2-4 John Dryden, Em 


Maſſacre of Paris, T Mr. Nat. Lee 


W of Ve: Shakeſpear 


nice, C 
®. Merope, T Aaron Hill, Eſq; 


Midſummer- 


bn rel Dream, Sbakeſper 


Nn T Mr. Nat. Lee 
Mourning Bride, T William Congreve, 


uch ado about 2 1 * 


Nothing, C 
Nen 4, T tif 
Dv Of ith: #5 434 
10: Tmiwbdt 1 


55 N. 2 


Nero, r —— 
0 eee 


Martial Maid, C Beaumont and Fletcher 


F Mr. Thomas Middleton” "166, 
Mr. fh bo 141751 


18690 


34 


2 169p 


T 48 997 8 
aeg 9 
. 1675 | 


* 1 IT 4 


T AH bis 13832 K 


Dryden | "Hp* 
Q j" nbg 
homas Southern 4 
Otway | 3 546 * 


LINDE X. 


32 Plays. - Authors. 
P. | 
*-Parricide, T Mr. William Ude 1739 
* Periander, T Mr. John T 1731 
Perjur'd Huſband, T Mrs. Sufanna entlivre 1702 
Perolla & Izadora, F Colley Cibber, Eſq; 1706 
I as, e Hlip- $ Mr. Edmund Smith 1707 
Philaſter, TC Beaumont and Fletcher 
philip of Macedon Mr David Lewis 1727 
* Philotas Philip Frowde, Eſg; 1733 
Princeſs of Cleve Mr. Nat. Lee 1689 
Princeſs of Parma Mr. H Smith | — 
Pyrrhus Mr. Charles Hopkins 1695 
Q 
Queen of Corinth, T Beaumont and Fletcher 
N! „ IT SHIIDSIS TT : 


5 | ; | . ; „ * > , 
* R 1 Dr. George Scwel 1719 
A Regicide, T See Note, P. 17. Vol. 1. 1749 


* Regulus, T Mr. William Havard 
Revenge, T Dr. Edward Young 
ful. William Phili 

* 55 Wim Philips, E 10. 
Richard II. Shakeſpear — 
Richard III. T e 
e Ar. J Nr. John Dennis 1099 
Rollo, F Beaumont and Fletcher 


— Roman Father, T ws 8 Whitehead * u ear 

Romeo and Juliet, T 8 — p — 
| * 92 T NI was 4 — 
+ 8. 


ene 


* 


LN DEX“ 


=o, v0 . Authors. 
8. 
sad One, T Fir John Suckling - 


* Scanderbeg, T Mr. William Havard 


Scipio, T Mr, r 5 
” . C Thomas Shadwell, Eſq; 
Sea-Voyage, C Beaumont and Fletcher 
Secret Love John Dryden, Eſq; 
— Page gr | Lord Lanſdown 

O0 amaſ- 

ä r | © Mr. John Hughes 
_—_ of Rhodes, T Sir William Davenant 
Sophoniſba, T Mr. Nat. Lee 
2 Lophoniſba, T Mr. James Thom 
Sophy, T Sir John Denham 


. pom ag hl . 2 letcher _ 
paniih Friar, 1 0 ryden, 2144 
Spartan Dame, T Ir 


8 f » FE . 
= _ John Dryden, Eſq; 


Succeſsful Pirate, C Mr. Charles Johnſon ' 11. 


LN D EX. 
Plays. is Authors, 


\ 0 
thens, 
Titus Androni- Shakeſpear 
4 — T 
reacherous 94 
Brother, T Mr, George Powel 
* * Shakeſpear 
r Crel- John Dryden, Eſq; 
Twelfth Night, Cy . 
Two Gentlemen 1 Shakeſpear 
of Verona, C 
manic Love, 1 John 1 Eſq; 
_—_ , V. 
| | ( Originally wrote by | 
tat 5 = £* 0d j etcher, corrected | 
3 218 Earl of Rocheſter 
Veſtal Virgin, T Sir Robert Howard 
Victim, 1 MßI. Charles Jphnſon 
© Virginia, T — 


ra) BrackwriT* N05, Edward Filmer . 
* Unfortunate 


Dutcheſs of - Mr. John Webſter - - 
Mal, T : 5 i 
e G. Den. Johnſon : 12 5 bs | a 0 


v3 * Wife's 2 Mr. Charles Johnſon 
v3 "Winters Tale, _ Shakeſpear 


— * + we N 75 1 * 155 2 0 4 10 
1 Zan, T Auen Young, Big; | 1736 


An Alphabetical L. I 8 T of the feverdl 
Habs in this Worx, with . 
to each other, Where neceſſar x. 1 


N. B. Thoſe Ale marFd with a are new ones | 


V OL, I. 2 0 | 
9 A. gina Aftoniſhment. See Con- 
Kb ſternationn P. 6 
8 | B ſence | Page 'r Atheiſt ” b --M 
wy Action 'd to, Attention | | 
Contemplation 6 Avarice = 
'9 1 


bs Actions or Deeds ibid. 
Advice . 2 | 
FT —— 


Bad News 
® Ban 


45 laue See Popular 2 — Birds 
— Power ibid. f 


TABLE of HeADs. 


Boar pag. 57 Conſpi pag. 91 
Boaſtin * 58 Con ly. ais. 
* Bounty 60 ſtancy 4. 9 
—  Perverted ibid. Conſternation 96 
Bower ibid, * Contemplation ibid. 
Brave 62 Content 7 
Bribery 63 * Continence, a noble In- 
Bride ibid. ſtance of 98 
® Britain 64 Courage 100 
Buſineſs 65 Court and Courtiers 103 
C. Courteſy 107 
Calm 65 Courtſhip ibid. 
Camp ibid, Coward 113 
Care F 67 * Credulity 11 
Cato ibid. * Croifades ibi 
Caution 68 *® Crawn 116 
* Cenſoriouſneſs 6g Cuckold - ibid. 
Charnel Houſe ibid. Curſe. See Rival 119 
Chaſte _ - ibid, Cuſtom 1123 
Chaſtity . * . N 
Children 72 124 
* Chriſtianity x 723 1256 
City 97 1 ibid. 
® Clemency : 7 126 
0 12 
Cock uid. 130 
Combat 19 141 
Comet. See Imprecati- 142 
ons ibid, 143 | 
Comfort 79 ibid. 
Community 81 145 
Compaſſion ibid. 146 
Concealment 82 ibid. 
Conceit 83 5 „ 253 
Conflict 84 Diſappointment in Love 
Conjuration = | ibid. 
Conqueſt 1 Diſguiſe A 
Confrience bid. Diſhone 


1 


TABLE of Hz aps. ' 


* Diſhoneſty pag. 156 


Diſſembler ibid. 
Diſſimulation 157 
Diſtraction 160 
D iſtruſt ibid. 
Doubt 161 
Dove ibid. 
Dreams 162 
Drinking 163 
Drowning 164 
 —_ _ 
ungeon I 
Dying 167 
Dying of old Age 169 
E. 
Eagle a 170 
Eclipſe 171 
Elder Brother 172 
Eloquence 173 
—— and Empire, ” 
mperor 
2 176 
® Enchantment 
* Enemy - 
Enjoyment. See 9 
| 181 
Enthuſiaſm 188 
Entry 189 
_— 190 
veni 191 
— 15 
Example 
Exiſtence 
Expectation 
Eyes 
F. 
Fairies 1 


Falſhood, S:e Enjoy 


Futurity 


ment. See Imprecati- 
on. Ser A 
ag. 1 

Fame ** 206 
Famine 207 
Fancy 208 
Fate FS” 209 
Fear. See Death 214 
Females 21 
Fight. See Battle ibid. 
0 Filial Piety 216 
Flattery and Flatterer 217 
Flight. See Fear - *220 
Flood ibid. 
Flowers - 221 
Fondneſs ibid. 
Fool ' _ 224 
Forgiveneſs  bbid. 
Fortnude . © 225 
Fortune. See Fate, Fool, 

Viciſſitude 229 


Future State 


TABLE of H ADs. 


Greatneſs and Power. S, Grief pag 2 
Scorn. See Emperor, Grove 205 
. See Viciſſitude. pag 253 Guilt 266 
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| VOL, II. 
AG . 1 Intention ag. 62 

1 Hand "oY 2 Intereſt | 90 877% 
8 ibid. Invocation 

arangue 0 
Hatred 1 8 = 
Heart 7 * Irreſolution 
Heaven 8 Juſtice | 
Hell 9 | | 
* Hero 10 K. 
Honeſty It 
Honour 12 Kin 64 
Hope. See Cappoliien Kite s and Kiſſing 74 

1 F OS 
Horrour | 17 * 
Hounds 19 
— and Wife 20 Lady” g ure 
* Hypocriſy 2 y at Prayers 
J. and J. Lamentations 
* Lark g 

Jealouſy. See Revenge, Law and Lawyer 
Imp 8 Pall 2 

recations. See i 

hood. See Rival 32 Life 

Inceſt 8 Lightning 
Inconſtancy. See Falſ- Li 
- hood 40 
Ingratitude 41 
® Injuſtice 
Innocence ibid. 


N Inftrution 48 


TABLE of HEADS. 


* Love Virtuows pag. 11 Moon 
| Falling in Love 117 Morning 


) In Love with an Enemy Morrow 

126 Mountebank 

| Proteſtations of Love 127 Murder 
Lover and Miſtreſs 144 Self Murder 
Loyalty 146 Muſick 
Luſt 147 b 

1 * Luxury 148 N. * 

3 M. Name a? | 

7 * Nature * = 

8 Madneſs 149 Necromancer 249 

3 Magician 153 Night | 220 

l. Malecontent 155 Nightingale 22 
Man 157 Nile OP ; 
Marriage 164 Nobility =” 

| Martyr | 166 Noiſe | 2 

4 Maſſacre 167 Nun | _ 

4 Mediocrity 169 * Noptials ". 38 
— ce. | | 172 56Ga4% ® 
Melancholy 178 0. 

Memory _ = eee 

7 Merchant 183 Oath _—_— 

4. Mercy © | 184 Obedience 230 

78 Merit 187 Obſtinatee 
Mermaid 445 : 
Mirth 
Miſchief 
Miſer 
Miſery 
Misfortune b 
Miſt — 
Miſtreſs 
Mob 
Modeſty 
* Monarch 


Monaſtic Life 
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Begging Pardon pag. 243 


Parent 251 
Parting 255 
Party 271 
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ENGLISH STACK, 


Aren 
* Eyes gd of what they lo 
. > My Bars of the dear Words they us d 


to hear ; 
My longing Arms of the Embrace they 
covet. 


Forgive me er 2 
So perfect is the Hap | 
hte my Gout fare u 
2 theſe hamble Rook, and fit above}  / 
RocazsTER's Valmtialan. 


POR yes make our Sorrows leſs 3 
Aud nt to fee whit we can ne'er redreſs. 
— Bayer] 


Vor. I. B _ 3 
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Fly ſwiſt, ye Hours, you meaſure Time for me in 


_ - vain, 

Till you bring back Leonidas again. 

Be ſwifter now, and to redeem that Wrong, | 
When he and I are met, be twice as long. 


DzYDpen's Marriage Alamode. 


Moments to abſent Lovers tedious grow: 
"Tis not how Time, but how the Mind does go. 


SEDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra. 


Winds murmur'd thro' the Leaves your ſhort Delay, 
And Fountains o'er their Pebbles chid your-Stay : - 
But with your Preſence cheer'd, they ceaſe to mourn, 
And Walks wear freſher Green at your Return. 
DT DER's- State of Innocence. 


With thee to live is Paradiſe alone, 
Without the Pleaſure of thy Sight is none. id. 


Life of itſelf will go, now thou art gone ; 
Like Flies in Winter, when they loſe the Sun. 


DzvyDEN's Conqueſt of Granada, 
She's ne, and I like my own Ghoſt appear: 
It is not living when ſhe is not here. bid. 


Without her Preſence all my Joys are vain; ** 
Empire a Curſe, and Life itſelf a Pain. * 225 4, F 


It was not kind, | : 

To leave me like a Turtle, here alone, 

To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 

When thou art from me, ev'ry Place is deſart, 

And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn. 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſſed, 

| Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
ewa Orphans. 


\ - N 4 ; * —_ 


. 


the ENGLISH Br AG. 6 | 


The tedious Hours move heavily away 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. 
OTwar's Caius Marius. 


What ſhall I do? Oh! how alone am II! 
I walk, methinks, as half of me were loſt. Lidl. 


Every Moment 
I'm from thy: Sight, the Heart within my Boſom | 
Moans like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it. OTwar's Venice Prgcrv i. 


Lave reckons Hure for Months, and Days for Years; 3 
And every little Abſence 1 is an Age, 


Darpzx' « Amphitrion. + | 


The Jags of Meeting pay the Fangs of Abſence : 2 
Elſe who could bear it? | 
When thy lov'd Sight/ſhall bleſs my Byes again, 
Then will I own I ought not to complain, & - 
Since that one Hour is worth whole Vears of Pain. 

| Rows's Tamer laws 


Night molt vive pts World till ſhe appear; 
The Flowers in painted Meadows hang their Heads : 
The Birds awake not to their Morning 9 45 . 
Nor early Hinds renew their conſtant La 
Ev'n Nature ſeems to ſlumber till her Call, 
Regardleſs. of th N preg of any other Day. 

RO wBB“ Ul: fn. 


I charge 1 Joiter not, but haſte to-bleſs away 
Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage, , burn. 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn : 

Think how I call thee cruel for thy Stay, 
And break — with Grief for thy unkind Detaj: 


5 . 


ns ws 0G 


he Frye 

- Oh Love q hag fifty thy How fly _ 2 
When we are bleſs'd ? How tedious are thy Minutes 

The B 2 When 


7. 


2 
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| When eruel Abſence parts two longing Lovers? 
T CaxROL / Perjur'd Huſband, 


This cloſe Confinement pains me leſs, 
Than Separation from my much lov'd Lord, 
Were I with him in narrower Bounds impriſon'd, 
Impriſonment itſelf would pleaſe ; but ſince 
His charming Converſation is deny'd me, 
I like the Melancholy Nightingale, | 
Shut in a Cage and widow'd from her Lover, 
Shall Janguiſk, droop, and pine myſelf to death. 
* Txar's Abramule. 


25 0 In my Lucia's Abſence 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a Burden ; 
And yet when I behold that charming Maid, 
J am ten times more undone, while Hope, and Fear, 
And Grief and Rage, and Love riſe up at once, 
And wich Variety of Pain diſtract me. 
| | | App1so0n's Cate. 
'Then Sun, drive on, drive on in full Career, 
And let thy Fiery Courſers fleet as Winds, 
Guide the immortal Chariot round the Sphere 
With more than common, with a Lover's Speed, 
For that bleſt Hour ſhall both our Joys compleat, 
Make mine as happy as thy own is 
When, you retiring to your Thetis. 
Revel in Love and wanton in her Arms ; 
Then bleſt 4/meyda ſhall behold her Lord, 
Whom ſhe ſo long hath lov'd, ſo long ador'd. 
| BECKINGHAM's Scipio. | 


Four Moons already I have figh'd alone, 
And. with repeated Prayers invok'd his Name; 
| + The Author of this Play is better known by the Name of 


,” 


But 


the ENG1tsH ATA. & 


But „ 2 
Shuns conquering Eyes. 
awBuL's Sir Waller Raleigh. | 


I call to witneſs all my leiſure Hours, 

Spent in Retirement and the 5 of ou; 
And when the Court and Camp by Turns amus d me 
Twas but a faint Rellef to heighten Care: . 
For, oh ! the Torment when T went to Reſt, 

And clos'd my Eyes in vain! when all at once 

A thouſand anxious Thoughts, that ſlept hy Day 
Swarm'd in my Brain, till it reſcmbled” Hell 

Hot, dark ind hot: My fick Imagination, 

Aſſiſted by the Shades of Night, would give 

A gloomy Turn to each Idea there: 

The Proſpect then of Joys to come revers'd 

Grew leſs and leſs, and doubtful and remote 
Remembrance haunted me with paſt Endearments; 
But moſt the Image of ſome happy Rival. 

At length when Nature harraſs'd to Repoſe 

Forc'd on my half ſhut Eyes, a Minnte's Slumber, 
The Beatings of an aking Heart would wake me 
From ſome black. Dacgan, 76 Horror and Ber, 


Id eee 
0 wn, return 
* * Jarrazre' Edu. 


Let me kißo off theſe Tears. O benutecus Tests 


If ſhed by doubting Love, if ſhed for'Abſence. ? 
Inſtead of theſe „ aſk me rather 


How I that Abſence bore: And here all Work, 

All Eloquence is dumb, to ſpeak the Pan 

That lurk'd beneath the rugged Brow of War, 
When glaring Day was clos d, aud huſh'd the n 
O ! then, amid ten thouſand other Cares 
Thoſe ſtung the keeneſt that remember'd thee, 
That on my long-left Cem t | 2 
On what wild Seas and Mountains lay ua. 
THOMPSON's —— 

B 3 * "I'was 
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* "Twas not in cruel Abſence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial Image, —Every where, 
You reign, triumphant ;. Memory ſupplies 
Ala: with you Power; and you, like Heaven 
Axe, always preſent . HII Zara. 


Far in the Depths of thy ſad Deſarts, trac'd 
My Heart will ſeek thee ; Fancy, there miſleads 


My weaiy, wandering, Steps: There, Horror finds, 

And preys upon my Solitude: There, leaves me, 

To languiſh Life out, in unheard Complaints 

To waſte, and wither in the Tear-le/s Winds. 
HiuLi's Alxira. 


Think, O think 
What in this Age of Abſence I have borne, 
How combated each tender Thought, and liv'd 
For thy * ors a Victim to Deſpair. 
WHITEHEAD's . 


"ACTION oppoſed to CONTEMPLATION. * 


@ This were to loſe the very End of Being, 
And render Virtue uſeleſs to the World, 
'Tis Aion gives its beauteous Image Life, - 
As it diffuſes Health. to human Kind. 
þ 1=- th is, without it, but a fair Idea, 
3 Proſpect, void of all the Worth 
Which its Appearance boaſts. This were to be 
The mere Outhde, the Statue of a Man. 6 7 
© » BELLERS's/ 'Trjur'd Innocence: 


ACTIONS or DEE DS. 
Our Actions are our own; their Conſequence 
Belongs to 'Heaven. The ſecret Conſciouſneſs 
Of es Ae perform'd; the publick Voice 


* 


en 


* 
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Of Praiſe that honours Virtue and rewards it, 
All theſe are Yours, Fraxcis's Eugenia. 


ADVICE. 


_- 


When Things go ill, each Fool | pan qe to adviſe, 
And if more happy, thinks himſelf more wile ; 
All wretchedly deplore the preſent State, 
And that Advice ſeems beſt which comes too late, 
t SEgDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra, 


ADULTERY. 


Oh you have done an AQ, 

That blots the Face and Bluſh of Modeſty ; 

Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe *' + 7 

From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love, | 

And makes a Bliſter there ; makes Marriage Vows” 

As falſe as Dicers Oaths. O fuch a Deed ! 

Heaven's Face doth glow at it. | 

Yea, this Solidity, and compound Maſs, 

With triſtful Viſage, as againſt the Doom 

Is thought-fick at the Act. = 
Ar ooh: Suak sT ZAR“ Hamlet. 


5 e Thou art as honeſt 
As Summer Flies are in the Shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou Weed! 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and look ſt ſo ſweet, 7 
That the Senſe aches at thee ! =: | 
Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, 
Made to writeWhoreupon? O thou publickCommonas! 
I ſhould make very Forges of thy Cheeks, - | 
That would to Cinders burn up Modeſty, 
Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, * 


\ 
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Is huſh'd within the hollow Mi Earth, 
And will not RIP om Ma of Bot 


SHAKESPEAR's Othello, 


Juſt reeking from my Arms O thou Adultreſs ! 
Whoſe Name to mention, ſure, would rot my Lungs, 
And bliſter up my Tongue ! Inſatiate Scyllz / 

Bark ſt thou for more? Then let the Furies ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, 
Smokes to the Heavens, and ſullies all the Stars. 
Had ſhe not fallen thus, Ohl ten thouſand Worlds 
Could ne'er have ballanced her ; for Heaven is in her, 
And Joys which I muſt never dream of more. 

Lzz's Ceſar Borgia. 


I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door ; | 
Make my loath'd Meals out of the common Baſket, 
With Dungeon Villains ; wallow in the Stews, 

And get my Bread by poiſoning my firm Limbs; 
E'er paſs an Hour with her I have eſpouſed, 
If but in Thought conſenting to another. Bid. 


| | All Women will deny : 
What have we-for your 'Truth, but bare Words ? 
The ſubtle Path is trodden without Print; | 
Not the leaſt Footſtep to be traced for Truth, 
| Lanspown's Heroick Love. 


-The Stain of Violation is upon thee, 
The ruddy Spot freſh ardent on thy Face: 
Thy Cheeks are burning with the Adult'rer's Mark; 
His Print is on thy Lips; thy melted Eyes | 
Yet glow with languiſh'd Luſtre, Tbid. 

__ * AFFECTION, natural. 

The virtuous Man and honet——He's my Brother 

And he alone; for Nature never meant 


By her Affections to engage onr 3 13 
e 8 4. 
To Villainy and Baſeneſa. FRAN CIS. * 


. 
„ RN 
Y = 4 
q vs 54 
4 * 
- * 


» * 
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> 

e 

| 1 
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the ENGT TSA STAGE; 2 9 . 
„What ſo ſweet 11 

As Kindred Love, and Family Repole. | 

As (obo N - no? 4 Brothers. 


* Fathers alone, a Father's Heart can know | 
What ſecret Tides of ſtill Enjoyment flow, * 
When Brothers love: But if their Hate ſucceeds, 
They wage the War; but tis the Father bleeds. B. 


Vet tell me, can I ſay to my Revenge 
Be thou my Daughter Te this ſieree Ambien 
Bequeath my Power, and bid it to inherit 
My Name and Honours ? Can his deepeſt Groans | 
Charm my tranſported Soul, like thoſe fweet Sounds, 
t, That call d me Father? Francis Cemfantins. 


AFFRONTS. 


Ie md tad 
To bear Affronts, too great to be 


| And not have Power to puniſh. - 
* =" 2 0 Fryar. 


V. Men ſoon and ſoon forget Affronts: 
Old Age is ſlow fog. N ts 


AFRICAN. 


oh - Behold the Ag , 
That traverſes the vaſt Namiaan Defarts 
In queſt of Prey, andlives upo n his Bow 
Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortu raps of ha Chaſe 


Amidſt the- 4777 7 * . 
oil B25 progek of © 


T, 


cr Toils all the an 
On the firſt friendly ik 2 Fe him down, 
Or reſts his Head upon a Rock till Morn ; "4 
Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted Game; 5 
at n 


1 
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A new Repaſt, or an untaſted Spring, 
Bleſſes his Stars, and thinks it Luxury. 
| ApD180N's Cate: 


ALPS. 


[ Thus where the Alps their airy Ridge extend, 
1 Gently at firſt the melting Snows deſcenßd; 
i From the broad Sloap, with murm'ringLapſetheyglide , 
|; dll | In foft Mzanders down the Mountains Side. 
| But lower fall'n Streams with each other croſt, 
if From Rock to Rock impetuouſly are toſt, 
Till in the Rhone's capacious Bed they're loft. 
Vaited there roll ra ily away, 
And roaring reach o'er rugged Rocks the Sea. . 
FrowD's Fall of Saguntum. 


AMAZON, 
To weild the Sword, to ſtrain the twanging Yew, 
To laſh the foaming Steeds, and drive the Car 
With rapid Wheels, o'er N Carcaſſes, 


Theſe are Amazonian Virtues 
Faowp' Fall of Saguntum. 


AMBITION. 


E Ambition's like a Circle on the Water, 
Which never ceaſes to enl itſelf, 


Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to Nought. 
* SHAKESPEAR's Hewy VI. 


Fling away Ambition: | | 
By that Sin fell the Angels. How can Man then, 
The Image of his Maker, hope to win it ? 

| SHAKESPEAR's Henry VIII. 


| | "Tis a common Proof, 
| Thas Lonlineſs is young Ambition ? Ladder, 


de, 


W, 


the Ex r x. An 


Whereto the Climber u s turns his Face; 

Bat when he once obtains the utmoſt Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns his Back, - 

Looks in the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe-Degrees, 
By which he did aſcend. SHaxE8PEAR's Fulius Cæſar. 


Ambition, like a Torrent, ne'er looks back ; 
It is a Swelling, and the laſt AﬀeQion 
A high Mind can put off. It is a Rebel | 
Both to the Soul and Reaſon, and enforces -- 
All Laws, all Conſcience ; treads upon Religion, 
And offers Violence to Nature's ſelf. 
BN Jonson Cataline.. 


Ambition, is like Love impatient 
Both of Delays and Rivals. Danna 5 * 


Ambition, the Diſeaſe of Virtue, bred 
Like Surfeits, from an undigeſted Fulneſs, 
Meets Death in that which is the Means of * 
Ji. 


Yet true Renown is ſtill with Virtue join'd, 


But Luſt of Power lets looſe the unbridled Mind. 


DzYpzx's Aurengzebe. | 


The Blaſt which his ambitious, Spirit ſwell'd, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held. Ibid. 


If Glory was a Bait that Angels fwallow'd, 
How then ſhould Souls allay'd to Senſe reſiſt it. 
Dzropen's Secret Lowe. 


Ambition's never ſafe, till Power be paſt ; 
As Men, till impotent, are ſeldom chaſte. 
SEDLEY's Antony and Cliapatra. 


Ambition is the D m of the Soul, 
Whoſe Thirſt we m 


not yield to, but contoul, 


- 
* 
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Ambition is a Luſt that's never quench'd, 
Grows more enflam'd, and madder by Enjoyment, 
| | OrTwar's Caius Marin. 


Ambition is an Idol, on whoſe Wings 
2 * Minds are carry d only to Extream ; 
o be ſublimely great, or to be nothing. | 
| SouTHEAN's Loyal Brother. 
Ambition is at a Diſtance 
A goodly Proſpe&, tempting to the View ; 
The Height delights us, and the Mountain Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe tis nigh to Heaven: 
But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, 
What Storms will batter, and what Tempeſts ſhake us. 
OTwar's Venice Preſerv'd. 


What is Ambition but Defire of Greatneſs ? 
And what is Greatneſs but Extent of Power ? 
But Luſt of Power's a Dropſy of the Mind, 
' Whoſe Thirſt encreaſes while we drink to quench it, 
Till ſwoll'n and ftretched by the repeated Draught, 
We burſt and periſh, Hiccons's Generous Conqueror. 


Ambition! the Deſire of active Souls, 
'That puſhes them beyond the Bounds of Nature, 
And elevates the Hero to the Gods. 


Rowsz's Ambitious Stepmather. 


O Energy divine of great Ambition ! 
'That can mform the Souls of beardleſs Boys, 


And ripen em to Men in ſpite of Nature. Jbid. 
What Pity tis, 


That I had not your Birth, or you my Soul ; 
A Prince without Ambition! 


O monſtrous Contradiction how it ſounds ! 
| Taz Abramule, 


Already 


- 


Already Caſar has ravaged 14 COT es 
More than half the Globe 3 and ſees, 1 
Mankind grown chin by his deſtructive Sword. 
Should he go further, Numbers would be wanting 
To form new Battles, and ſupport his Crimes. 

Ye Gods ! what Havock does Ambition make 
Among your Works! _ App1s0Nn's Cate, 


” 


What will not curs'd Ambiton work in Woman ! 
Ambition firſt tanght Angels to rebel: | 
Ambition made Eve fall: And fare, my Vi, 
If ever Woman could refiſt, 'twas ſhe, + 
Who knew no Power to wiſh, but was her own. 

| HL Fair Inconflast. 

Ambition never was my View, 

Tho' Glory, ſtill has been my great Purſuit: 

I would by noble Actions in her Service, 

Deſerve the utmoſt Honours ef my Country, 
Nor higher do my Thoughts affect to riſe. 


 FROWD's Fall of Saguatums 
»The Cheat Ambition, eager to eſpouſe 
Dominion, courts it with a lying Shew, .,., 
And ſhines in borrowed Pomp to ſerve a Turn: 


And all the hireling Equipage of Virt | J 
Faith, Honour, Juſtice, Gratitude and Friendſhip | 


d at once, | AG 
__ JaeryrnnYS's Edwin, 


* Ambition was my Charge! Which when it climbs . 
O'er violated Laws, tramples on Virtue: 
Yet of the narrow Mountain when poſſeſs d 48 po 
The Footing how unſure ! the Fall how dreadful f 
Perhaps by Treaſon ! Treaſon has Ambition! 
Or ſay thou wert ſecure, how vain the Glory! 
To ſtand in Clouds, on Eminence, alone ! 

And view the happier ſocial Slaves beneath . = 


- 
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Even then muſt thou deſcend ! Cæſar, behold 

Fix on this mould'ring Monument thy Eyes ; 

Amidft the Wonder, that our Mie can boaſt, 

This beſt might ſuit Ambition's Meditation 

Of all the ſpacious Earth his Soul ſubdu'd 

Great Alexander, now, commands but this, 
C1BBER” Cæſar in Egypt. 


Foo moth already * that Toy, Ambition 
The Child of Vanity and Ignorance 


3 and betrayed us both to Folly. 
Cu. Jonxsox' Medza, 


® Ambition ! ! nothing is too hard for thee ! 
Rul'd by the Influence of thy fatal Charms, 
Man fears no Law, nor human, nor divine, 
| Tracy's Periander. 


* Ambition, thou art like the Pelican, 
The Parent of a numerous Race of Cares 


Which prey upon the Breaſt that gives them Birth, 
BELLER8's Injured Innocence. 


O curſt Ambition - thou devouring Bird 
How doſt thou from the Field of Honeſty, 
Pick every Grain of Profit or Delight, | 
And * the * Virtue 


HAVvARD'ꝰ/ XK. CGharlis I. 


God - like Power 
Thou noble Thirſt, thou Fever of the Soul, 
Not to be quench' d, but from th' immortal Spring 
Of ever -· ſtreaming Greatneſs! 

Let Prieſts with cold enervate Hearts inculcate 

And preach dull Morals to th' unthinking Vulgar; 
What know the Brave but Vengeance or Ambition ? 
Ambition, that lifts up th' exalted Soul, 


And 
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And * it in Jove's eternal Seat. 
gm, Mann's Giggs + 


„Dire Ambition 
By following thee, I headlong urge my Fate 
And change ſecure AGES; for wretched State. 
Marr, Matapha. 


Ambition !, deadly Tyrant! ! 
Inexorable Maſter ! What Alarms, 
What anxious Hours, what Agonies of Heart 
Are the ſure Portion of thy gaudy Slaves. 
Cruel Condition ! Could the toiling Hind, 
The ſhivering Beggar, whom no Roof receives, 
Wet with the Mountain Shower, and crouching low 
Beneath the naked Cliff, his only Home; 
Could he but read the Stateſman's ſecret Breaſt 
But ſee the Horrors there, the Wounds, the Stabs 
From furious Paſſions and avenging Guilt, | 
He would not change his Rags and W Y 
For gilded Domes and Greatneſs ! Ibid. 


Well haſt thou warn'd ps to oppoſe — 
A Paſſion oft ſo ignorant of Glory, 
By its own Nature ſo corruptible 115 
* 1 ſhall ſtoop to be a Tyrant's — 

o play the greater Tyrant o'er its P 
- CinBzR's King Jab, 


This ſov'reign Paſſion, ſcornful of Reftraint 
Ev'n from the Birth affects ſupreme Command, 
Swells in the Breaſt, and with reſiſtleſe Force, . 
O'erbears each gentler Motion of the Mind. 

As when a Delas overſpreads the Plains, | 
The wandering Rivulet a. and Silver Lake, ? 
Mix adap h d! in the ** Roar. 

8. Jonxson How, 


T . 


* Am- 
— 4 
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* Ambition is the Stamp, impreſs' d by Heav'a, 
To mark the nobleſt Minds, with active Heat, 
Inform'd they mount the Precipice of Pow'r, 


c- at Command and cow'r in queſt of Empire; 
While r Souls compaſſionate their Cares, 
Gaze at their Height, and tremble at their Danger : 


Thus meaner Spirits with Amazement mark | 
The varying Seaſons, and revolving Skies, 

And aſk, w « guilty Pow'rs rebellious Hand 
Rolls with eternal Toil the pond'rous Orbs ; 
While ſome Archangel nearer to Perfection, 

In eaſy State preſides o'er all their Motions, 
Dire&s the Planets, with a careleſs Nod, 
Conducts the Sun, and regulates the Spheres. 


S. Joanson's Irene. 


No Tye ſo ſacred binds endanger'd Valour 
Where hot Ambition ſpurs 2 Rampart 
. Gives way before him. Law, corrupted, guards him. 
Wealth dreſſes, Poverty attends, Pride ad; 
And Prieſi band preſſes Gods who hatr—to ſerve him . 

Ye N HiLl1's Merope. 


From Thirſt of Rule what dire Diſaſters flow ! 
How flames that Guilt Ambition taught to glow ! 
Wiſh gains on Wiſh, Deſire ſurmounts Defire, 
Hope fanas the Blaze, and Envy feeds the Fire: 
From Crime to Crime aſpires the madd'ning Soul, 
Nor Laws, nor Oaths, nor Fears its Rage controul 

+ The preſent Editor of this Compilation would not have it 
underſtood, that Ambition was intended by the ingenious Author 
to be animated into a poetical Perſonage, of the Maſculine Gender ; 
wherefore it may not be amiſs to obſerve that Mr. Hil is here de- 
ſcribing a ſucceſsful Tyrant. The Citation might have been 
with Propriety concluded at the firſt Break ; but the Peculiarity of 
the Climax and Aptitude of the Sentiments were preſumed ſuffi- 
cient to entitle the ſubſequent Lines to a Place in a Collection of 
this Sort,---Pethaps the proper Arrangement would have been 
under the Title of Tyrant: Should it be ſo thought by the Criti- 

val Reader, Candovr, it is hoped, will excuſe — 


* 1. ,d e N 


« 
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Till Heav'n at length awakes, ſupremely juſt, 
And levels all its tow ring Schemes in Duſt. 
The Regicide +. | 


Ambition 
Methinks, I ſee the radiant Goddeſs come, 
And, like a Soldier's Miſtreſs, to my Arms | 
Painted with Blood ; how fiercely ſweet her Beauties? 
FzxAancis's Conflantine. 


O Dire Ambition! what infernal Power 
Unchained thee from thy native Depth of Hell, 
To ſtalk the Earth with thy deſtructive Train, £ 
Murder and Luft ! to waſte domeſtic Peace 
And every Heart-felt joy. —. Barbaroſſa, 


O falſe Ambition ö 
Thou lying Phantom! »whither haſt thou lur'd mel 
Ev'n to this giddy Height; where now I ſtand 
Forſaken, — with not a Friend 
In whom my Soul can truſt. | 


ANAT HE NA. 1 1 


Hear then high Heav'n andRerth — 
And Men en high Chriſtians and Angels, bear 
Hear the tremendous Doom, our holy Church I 
On this accurſt, a Head —— ! 


Drive him ye m and Potenta | 
From Real. mighty Kings, abandon'd Exile 1 


All Bonds of Peace, Defence, Alliance, Commerce 
Broken ! abſoly'd !--annuFd IO ſweep him forth, 
Like the firſt bloody Cain, deteſtable w- 
This facrilegiaus Parricide ! whoſe Arm, - 
Againſt the {ſacred Boſom of our Mother, Mo 


+ The Title of this Play aſcribes it JE EA 
Random: It has never been acted, which in the Preface is faid K 


8 or of the of 
_— Prejudice Managers 


Has 
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Has drawn the impious Sword of Diſobedience ! 
From this immediate Moment be his Crown 
The Spoil, the Right, the juſt Reward of him 
Whoſe happier Hand ſhall rend it from his Brow ! 
Be all his Subjects from Allegiance free, pong 
From Duty, Converſe, all Benevolence, 
Support, or Correſpondence interdicted! 

On Pains eternal to the Soul offending ! 
And meritorious ſhall the meaneſt Soul 
Be deem'd rever'd to Ages canoniz'd 
Who ſhall by Violence or Stratagem | 
For theſe his Crimes deprive him of his Life. 

 CinneR's X. Jahn. 


No ſooner was the dread Anathema denounc'd 
But like the Burſt of Thunder from the Heav'ns, 
It truck the ſhudd'ring Nation with Diſmay 
Ev'n pale Devotion, at the Doom, ſtood filent, 
Nor dar'd to lift her downcaſt Eye for Hope; 
O never was a State ſo terrible ! 
Now all the Rights of holy Function ceaſe ! 
Infants unſprinkled want their Chriſtian Names ! 
Lovers, in vain betroth'd, reſume Deſpair, 
Nor find a Sire to ſanctify their Vows 1 
In vain the Dying Sinner groans for Pardon 
Ev'n Penitence depriv'd of Abſolution 
In all the Agonies of Fear expires ! 2 
Nor after Death. has at the Grave a Prayer 
Or for the parted Soul one Requiem ſung, Ibid. 


a ANGEL. , 


So Angels, when they ſtoop to mortal Sight, 872 8 
Strike us with Awe, yet raviſh with Delight. 


Lee's Nero. | 
. Mortals.in Sight of Angels mute become: 
The Nobler Nature ſtrikes th'. inferior dumb. _ 
Darbzxw' 4urengeebs. 
| From 


be. 
2M 


'Something of 'Moment then. a Othelh, 
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19 
From the bright Empire of eternal Day, 
Where waiting Minds for Heaven's C ſtay, 
Amariel flies: A darted Mandate came | 
From that * Will which moves this mighty Frame 
Darpzx' Tyrannick Love. 


ANGER. 


Anger is like 7 
A full- hot Horſe : Allow him but his Way, 6 
Self-Mettle tries him. SnaKkgsPBaR's Henry VIII. 


Oh! Caffius, you are yoked with a Man, * 
That carries Anger as the Flint bears Fire, 4 
Who much enforced ſhews a haſty Spark, 

And ſtraight is cold again. 
SHAKESPEAR's Tali cas. 


Can be be angry ? I have ſeen the Cannon 
When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, 4 
And like the Devil from his very Arm, re 
Puft his own Brother; and can he be an 


Anger like Madneſs is a any by Bae. 


WARD's Indian e. 


With fiery E es, nee Brows, | Ay 
He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp, 
And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake. 
He heav'd for Vent, and burſt, like bellowing tna, 
In Sounds ſcarce human. Darzx' s All for Love. 


My Heart ſwells at him, and my Breath grows ſhort, 
But whether Fear or Ang er * it 2 
I cannot tell. Darn Rival Ladies, 


Oh ! I burn inward ; my Blood's all o' fire: 
Alcides, when the poiſon'd Shirt ſat cloſeſt, 


Had but an Ague Fit to this my Fever. 


Darpzx and LEE O04 
po, 
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Oh ! do not look ſo terrible upon me! 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diforder'd! 
Orwa r Fenice * 


Frowning he went; 
Eis Eyes like Meteors roll'd, chen darted down 
Their red and angry Beams; as if his Sight 


Would, like the raging Dog Star, ſcorch the Earth, 
And kindle Rivers in its Courſe. 


Concreve's Mourning Bride. 


There is a fatal F ury in your Viſage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces Deſtruction. 
RowE Fair Penitem. 


»An with Friends, like Obligations paſt; 
codecs rehears d. 


Cu. Jounson's Maden. 
Wen I with Tameneſs, 
With Tameneſs which aſtoniſh'd thy brave Spirit 
| e to ſubmit to that unequal Sway 

ated o'er me; know my Heart 
Ne'er well'd ſo. vigh ae in that -ervel Moment. 
My. tion, like th impriſon'd Fire 
ent in the troubled Breaſt of glowing es 
Burnt: —P and filenti—— Toro Crioltrui. 
ANTIDOTE. 


erbe, its vital Touch Uſe 2 
W .thro' the poiſon'd Streams of Liſe, 
Men aſt ſettled into dead Stagnation 
Swift as a Southern Gale unbinds the Flood. 
N Tuoursox' 5 Edward and Elonrat. 


K + The Berformanaz of this Pay c abi when it ys rol 
4% appear. 1 
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Ar O STATE. * 
* Think on dh infultiog Scorn, he conſeious Pangs, 


he future Miſeries that await th Apoſtate';- | 

So' ſhall Timidity aſſiſt thy Reafon, - ( Li 
And 3 _ Frailty. Au 
8. Jeunsb w' Treue. | 


I. The Soul once tainted A te fouls Orne 
No more ſhall glow with'Friendſhip? d bee 
Thoſe holy Beings whoſe ſuperior Care 

Guides erring Mortals to the Paths of Virtue, 
Affrighted at Impiety like thine- 

Reſign their Charge to Baſeneſs and to Ruin. Bike 


Not Pow'r I blame, but Powe'rrobtain'd by Crime, | 
Angelie-Greatneſs-is angelic. Virtues, - 
Amidf the Glare of Courts, the Shout of Armies, 
Will not th' Apoſtate feel the Pangs of Guilt; 

And wiſh: too late for Innocence and — * * 
Curſt as the Tyrant of th' infernal Realms + _ 


With gloomy State and agonizing Pomp. 
APOTHECARY. 3 


Ido remember an Apothecary, By £ 26 
In tatter d Weeds, with overwhelming: Broms, | 
Culling of Simples: were his Looks a. one 
Sharp had worn him to the Bones; | 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung. 1 
An Alligator ſtafd and other Skins bt | 
Of ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes ; and about his 4 ; 3 5 - 
A beggarly Accompt of empty Boxes, * 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Se 
Remnants of Packthread ; and old Cakes of . 5 
Were thinly ſcatter d, to make up a Shew. 5 
SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and * 
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To make the full - fraught Man, the beſt endu'd 
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APPEARANCE. 


O how haſt thou with Jealouſy infected 
The Sweetneſs of Afﬀiance ! Shew Men dutiful ? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they grave aud learned ? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of noble Family? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they religious: 

Why ſo didſt thou. Or are they ſpare in Diet? 
Free from groſs Paſſion, or of Mirth, or Anger ? 
Conſtant in Spirit, not ſwerving with the Blood ? 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt Compliments ? 
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
And but in purged Judgement, truſting neither ? 
Such and ſo finely boulted didſt thou ſeem ; 

And thus thy Fall hath left a Kind of Blot 


With ſome Suſpicion. 


* Your good Appearances are ne 
To countenance the Growth of Infant Power. 
| JerFFEREYs's Edwin, 


* Thy plain and open Nature ſees Mankind 
But in Appearances, not what they are. : 
1 VET R® Frown's Philotas. 


| „ Appearances deceive - 
And this one Maxim is a ſtanding Rule, 
Men are not what they ſeem. —— 
; $5740 Havarp's Scanderbeg. 


„Gods! What is all Appearance? What the Truth 
Of ſeeming Honeſty and Patriot-Zeal, | 
When one ſhort Hour can change the gaudy Scene 
Preſenting the Reverſe. Havard's Regulus. 


SHAKESPEAR's Henry V. 


A P- 


the ENGLISH STAGE, - 
APPLAUSE. Se Popular 


Such a Noiſe aroſe 

As the. Shrowds make at Sea in a ſtiff Tem peſt, 

As loud and to as many Tunes, Hats, Clotks, 

Doublers, I think flew up, and had their Faces 

Been looſe, this Day they had been loſt, : 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry VIII. 


5 


Caps Hands and Tongues, applaud it to the Skies. 7 
SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 8 


a 0 Breath of publick Praiſe 
Short liv'd and vain ! Oft gain'd without Deſert, 
As often loſt unmerited : Compoſed 
But of Extreams : —Thou firſt begin 'ſt with Lowe | 
Enthuſiaſtick, Madneſs of Affection: Then. 
(Bounding o'er Moderation and o'er Reaſon) 

Thou turn'ſt to Hate as cauſeleſs, and as fierce. 
Hava s Regulus, 


ARBITRARY POWER. r 


What alas is arbitrary Rule, —— 
He's far the greater and the happier WAP 
Whoſe Power is bounded by coercive Laws, 
Since while TRY limit they preſerve his Empire. 
Trxap's amule. 


No * can e'er be ſafe that's . 
On Luſt, on Murder, and deſpotick Power. N 
Tis not in lawleſs Strength, to turn and manage 
This cumbrous and unweildy Bulk of Empire, 
Which like the reſtleſs Sea ſtill works and toſſes, 
Vex'd with continual Change and Revolution. . 2 
How few of my unhappy Succeſſors | * 
Will ſcape F: ate? Even while we keep the Throne, 
We fear than Subjects Threats on Whom we man 
nnn. and loſe our on: 1 


— 


|| Their eager March comes onward ſtraight to 
All fluſht and confident in Strength and Spirit; 


24 The BraviTIEs of 


And hour) by arbitary Sway, 
'That he's * Slave, whom none but Slaves obey. 
TRA“ Abramule. 


Such are the Woes. when arbitrary Power, 
And lawleſs Paſſion, hold the Sword of Juſtice. 
If there be any Land, as Fame reports 
Where common Laws reſtrain the Prince and Subject, 
A happy Land, where circulating Pow'r 
Flows through each Member of th' embodied State, 
Sure not unconſcious of the mighty Bleſſin 
Her grateful Sons ſhine bright with ev'ry irtue ; 
Untainted with the Luſt of Innovation, 
| Sure all unite to hold her League of Rule 
Unbroken as the ſacred Chain of Nature, 

That links the *** 8 in Peace. 
8 8. JounsoN's Vene. 


A RMO UR. 
His Arms might well denote him, 
The Milk. white Plume that nodded on his 


ns Roman __ that adorn'd his Shield. 
Frxowp's Fall of degumum. 


ARMY. 


+; @ 7 Army more compleat, more martially 
d, yet never trad this Northern Herb 


r 
ers! 


Not form'd of Mercenaries, Hands compell'd 
But Volunteers, that ſport with War, that eome 
Like creſted Champions to a Tournament; 
—— as Huntſmen at their Sun- riſe Meeting 
playful Shepherds to res er the Lawns, | 
That having the Courte of idle Pleaſures: 
Now turn bright Honour into Modes more mi 
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With theſe along à Tr of Beauties 

Who form the Court of Lady Blanch o Spain: ; 

And thoſe by Martial-Lovers are ſurrounded; + 

All plum'd and gorgeous, wanton Sons of Fame, 

Who having fell'd their Grandſires Oaks at Home 

Carry whole mortgag'd Manors on their Backs, 

To make a Venture of new Fortunes here : | 

In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits 

Than Engli Bottoms, now have wafted o'er 

Did never float upon the ſwelling Tide, 

To violate the Maiden-Peace of. Europe ! 
C1BBER's King Jobn, 


* See, where thi unnumber'd W read. 
In rude Diſorder o'er the Vale beneath, 
Whoſe broad Extent this Eminence commands. 
Mark their wide-wavin 2 conſus d 
With mingling St Standards altuous Cars. 
LOVER's 1 = 


| * vonder R 
The Roman Legions all array'd for Battle, 
Are now deſcending ; ſee their dreaded Eagles, 
Their dazzling Helmets, and their crimſon Plumes ; 
A Grove of Jav'lins glitters down the Steep. Jbid. 
| i317 


ART. . 11167 2226901 


; A however innocent oy 
Looks like deceiving. =—— . HT“ Zara. 


*Skill'd how to ſpreadCraft's Nets,allure 8 
Train them by ev'ry Art: Poize ev'ry Temper, 
Avarice will % his Sou: Buy that and — = 
Weakneſs will be deluded; there, 8 
Is there a tott'ring Faith ? Grapple it faſt 
By Flatt'ry : And Ccofalaly dar my Faweurs. / 

Threaten the Guilty. Entertain the Gay. | 
Frighten the Rich, Find wes for the Wanton : 
Ver. I, FF 


*%% 
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— 


And Reverenes for the Godly ;—Let none ſcape thee. 
Dive into Hearts : Sound every Nature's Bi 
And bribe Men by their Paſjon;— But theſe Arts 
Already thine, why waſte I Time to teach thee ! 
Vainly the Sword. sful ſcales a Throne 
Since Fortune changing, Strength's loſt Hope is flown, 
But Art, call'd in attracts reluctant Wil/ 
And, what were Joſt by Power, is gain'd by Skill. 

1 H III“ Merope. 
AS PICK. 


Welcome thou kind Deceiver, 
Thou beſt of Thieves! who with an eaſy Key 
Doſt open Life, and un iv'd by us, 
Ev'n ſteal us from ourſelves: Diſcharging ſo 
Death's dreadful Office better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
That Death ſtands by deceiv'd by his own Image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. Dxrpan's A for Love. 


AS TONISHME NT. Se Conſternation. 


T could a Tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt Word 
Wou'd harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes, like Stars, ſtart from theirSpheres, 
Thy knotty and combined Locks to part, 

And each particular Hair to ſtand on End, 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine. 
5 = _ SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


| I who before had crimſon'd 
My Arms with Blood of Rebels; I who moved 
With Whirlwind's Swiftneſs ſtill. on every Side, 
And toſt like Leaves the weightieſt Foes about me, 
Now ſtood as if Gorgonian C had fix'd me. 
Your Sword 


Fell from your Hand, your mighty rr 
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And as ſome famous Piece of antick Work 
When the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay 
Staggers and nods before the Ruin comes, 


So wav'd your royal Fabrick e er it fell. 
Lee” $ Mitbridater, 


are to hear 
A 8247 that ſhall turn thee into Stone. 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A Flaw made thro' the Centre by ſome God, 
Thro*which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike chy Ears, 
They would not wound thee as this Story will. 
DzyDen and LEE's Oedipus. 


My Soul rons back, 
The Words of Reaſoli roll into their 8 ring. 
Da rox and Lee's Duke of Guiſe, 


-y 


My Heart ſinks. in me, 
And every flacken'd Fibre drops its Held, 
Like Nature letting down the * of 7 


in 1 Spanifo . 
Not the laſt — * could ſurpriae me more, 
That ſummons drowſy Mortals to — Dooms; 


When call'd in Haſte, they fumble for their Limbs, . 
And tremble, unprovided for their Charge. 
| Dzypen' s Don n. 


This is a Sight that like: the Gorgen's Head, 
Runs thro' my Limbs, and ſtiffens me to Stone. 
He bluſhes, and would _=m and: wants a Voices 
And MON and gapes, a forbidden Ghoſt. 

Darnzx“ . 


o AAS Nerve is ſhaken; 
Mood y Forehead fits a like Death: 
Blood runs Lane i e Channel freeze, f 


/ * 
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Scarce will my trembling Limbs ſupport my Wei ht ; 
But ſhake like Cowards on a Day of Battle. i 
Lansbown's Heroic Lowe. 


It drives my Soul back to her inmoſt Seats, 
And freezes ev'ry ſtiff ning Limb to Marble. 
Row ' UH 


What means that ghaſtly Look ? | 
Haſt thou the Furies ſeen ? Why ſtand'ſt thou ſpeechleſs? 
What means thatdeep-fetch'dGroan? Why does Deſpair 
Stare thro' thy haggard Eyes ? | 
| | Denn1s's Iphigenia. 


Thy late dreadful Tale 
Had rais'd fuch various Furies in my Soul. 
As left me impotent of Thought or Speech. 
Dennis's Liberty Afſerted. 


Fix'd in Aſtoniſhment I gaze upon thee, | 
Like one juſt blafted by a Stroke from Heaven, 
Who pants for Breath, and ſtiffens yet alive, 

In dreadful Looks, a Monument of Wrath 
| | App1s0N's Cate, 


| Thy deſpairing Looks 
Have told me all the tragick Tale already. 
Trar's Abramule. 


Thy Looks do more than ſpeak, my Son is dead, 
Wa | ' FrxowD's Fall of Saguntum. 


ATHEIST. 


When Prejudice and ftrong Averſions work, 
All whoſe Opinions. we diſlike are Atheiſts, 
Now 'tis a Term of Art a Bug- bear Word, 
The Villains Engine, and the Vulgar's Terror, 
The Man who thinks and judges for himſelf, 
Unſway'd by aged Follies reverend Errors 


: 


Grown 
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Grown holy by traditionary Dullneſs, #047 
Of School Authority, he is an Atheiſt. 

The Man who hating idle Noiſe preſerves 

A pure Religion ſeated in his Soul, | 

He is a ſilent dumb diſſembling Ae 


Szw EIL Sir Walter Raleigh. 
ATTENTION. 
| When he ſpeaks, the Air 
A charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, _ 
And the mute Wonder lurketh in Mens Ears, 
'Fo ſteal his ſweet and honey'd Sentences. 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry V. 
Lil lie and liſten here as reverently 5 3.14 
As to an Angel. If I breathe too loud, 7 
Tell me, for I would be as ſtill as Night. 
iF - BaaumoNnT's King and no King. 


Oh I will hearken like a doating Mother, 
To hear her Children praiſed by flattering 'Tongues. 
ey Howard's Duke of Lerma. 
Still 28 2 Statue, lo! 
I ſtand; nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow: 
Speak, and it ſhall be Night ; not one ſhall dare 
o ſigh, tho' on a Rack he tortured were; 
Nor for his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. 
Lee's S»phoniſda. 


The Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great Things you utter, and is calm, 
The hurry'd Orbs with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill as Jove himſelf were talking. 
Darobzu and LIE Orb,. 


Sure tis the Calm of Nature: 
So huſh'd a Silence, as if all the Gods 
C 3 Look d 
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Look'd down, and liſten'd to what we were ſaying. 
Lzz's Lucius Funius Brutus. 


— 5 Liſten to thee, ; 
e happy Hours paſled by us unperceived, 
So was my Soul fixt to the ſoft Enchantment, 
| Rowe's Tamerlane. 


My Soul is wrapt in dreadful ExpeRation, 
And liſtens to thee as jf Fate were ſpeaking. 
Dznnx1s's Appius and Virginia. 


AVARICE. 


Can nothing then content that greedy Tartar, 
But trading with the Purcheſe of thy Virtue, 
Damn'd Avarice, curs'd deſtructive Avarice, 
Thou everlaſting Foe to Love and Honour : 

What will not this vile Merchant turn to Traffick, 

If Chaſtity itſelf be ſet to Sale, | 

And Innocence and Virtue cannot ſcape him? 
3 a Tx Ar“ Abramule. 


AVERSION. 


As well the noble Savage of the Field 
Might tamely couple with the fearful Ewe; 
157 ingender with the fearful Deer; 
Wild muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermine; 
Or Vultures ſort with Doves; as I with thee. 
| | Let's Mithridates, 


No! were we join'd, even tho? it were in Death, 
Our Bodies burning in one Fun'ral Pile, 13 
The Prodigy of Thebes would be renewed, Fr 
- And my divided Flames ſhould break from thine. 
Duron Don Seboftian. 


Lead 
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Lead me o' er Bones, and Skulls, and mould' ring Earth 
Of human Bodies ; for I'll mix with them : 
Or wind me in the Shrowd of ſome * ale Corſe, 


Vet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride 
Of Garcia's more deteſted Bed. 
Concaxvz s Mar ning Bride. 


AUGUR. 


Some frantic Augur has diſturb'd the Skies: 
Some Victim wants a Heart, or Crow flies wrong. 
Shall I go publiſh Hector dares not fight, | 
Becauſe a Madman dream'd he talk'd with faves 
What could the God fee in a brainkick ] Pri 4 
That he ſhould ſooner talk with him than me Ren 
Darpan' s Troilus and Creffida. 


Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old Wizard Prophet ! 
Where are your —ů , your Altars now, 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in duſky Air, 

Chatter Futurity ? — and LEE's Ocdipus: 


The facred Calchas, who reads every Pa 
Of ſecret Fate, and knows the Hearts of 
Lansbown's Heraick "AUT 


AURORA. See Morning. | 4 


Thus when her Son on Phrygian Plains lay dead, 
In humid Clouds Aurora veil'd her Head; 
Her roſy Cheeks thro' the dim Cryſtal jow 2 
With fainter Colours, and confeſs her 
Sadly her radiant Eyes the Tears NT tn 
Yetin the fragrant Dew, more ſweetly roſe the Morn. 


Frowd's * r 


Cay B. BAC, 


— 
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TACOCEDR . 
Ace Hs, that frſt from out the purple 


Grape 

Cruſh'd the ſweet Poiſon of miſuſed Wine, 

After the Tu/can Mariners transform'd, 

Coaſting the Ty: rhene Shore, as the Winds liſted, 
e ̃ OTTER, 
This Nymph, that gaz'd upon his cluſt'ring Locks, 
With Ivy-Berries wreath'd, and his blithe You, 
Had by him, e're he parted thence, a Son 

Much like his Father. M1LToN's Comus. 


Hail young-ey'd God of Wine ! Parent of Joys! 
Frolic, and full of thee (while the cold Sons 
Of Temperance, the Fools of Thought and Care, 
Lie ftretch'd in ſober Slumbers) we, the few 
Of purer Flame, exalt each living Hour 


Wich Pleaſures ever new, —— Euydice, 


"OS AD NEWS. 


Becauſe I knew twas harſh, I would not tell 
All at once, but by Degrees and Glimpſes 
J let it in, left it might ruſh upon you, 


* And quite o'erpower your Soul: In this, I think, 
] ſhew'd a Friend. Your Part muſt follow next, 


Which is to curb you Choler, tame your Grief, 


And bear it like a Man. 
| SHAKESPEAR's Trou and Creſſida, 


I bring you, Brother, moſt unwelcome News ; 
But fince of Force you are to hear it told, 
I thought a Friend and Brother beſt might tell it: 
Therefore, before I ſpeak, arm well your Mind, 


And think y'are to be touch'd ev'n to the Quick ; 
A bf > 1 | { That 


E 


Worthy 
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prepared for 3 for Ill, * may be leſs 


the Worſt.. 
| SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Ca 


Seek him, hill I meet 
The noble Brutus, thruſting this Report he 
Into his Ears, I may fay thruſting it; * 
For piercing Steel and Darts invenom'd, | 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Bratz, 
As Tidings of this Sight. | 
; SHAKESPEAR's Julius Cæſar. 


BANQUET: 


Prepare a Banquet; coſtly let it be, 
And in Magnificence beſpeak my Mind : 
Whate'er the Eaſt of Delicacy yields 
Is in my — Spoils. Let the Commanders, 
ompanions in the well -fought Field, 
Be ſummon'd to partake, The chearful 88 
Shall raiſe our Souls, While, with a decent Pri 
Conſcious we'll boaſt the Dangers we have kao 
And War's great Toils ſhall be the Soldier's Theme. 
Fzow's Philetas. 


The Bang yet was ours Preſence ; feſtal Joy 
Laughs in hes antling Goblet, and the Night, | 
Illumin'd by the Taper s dazzling wo, 

Rivals A, Day.— Barb, . 


BAS T AR D. 


Thou Nature, art my Goddeſs; to thy Laar, 
My Services are bound: Wherefore ſhould I " 
Stand in the Fla e of Cuſtom, and permit 
The Curioſity of Nations to deprive me. : 
For that I 4 bene twelve or fourteen Moonſhines 
Lag of a Brother? Why: Baſtard ? Wherefore baſe ? 
When my Dimenſions are as well compact, 


C 5 My» 


That ſo 
Surpriz'd to 


4 
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My Mind as generous, and my Shape as true, 

As honeſt Madam's Iſſue. Why brand they us 

With Baſe, with Baſenefs, and with Baſtardy ; 

Who in the luſty Stealth of Nature take 

More Compoſition, and fierce Quality, 

Than does within a dull, ſtale, tired Bed, 

Go to the creating a whole Tribe of Fops, 

Got between Sleep and Waking? 
SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


Why ſhould dull Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law, by which herſelf is now betray'd ? 
E'er Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt noble, who was born moſt free: 
Each of himſelf was Lord and unconfin'd, 
Obey'd the Dictates of his Godlike Mind. 

Law was an Innovation brought in ſince, 
When Fools began to loye Obedience, 
And'call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 


But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
-OTway*s Don Carlos. 


He's a Baſtard ! Got in a Fit of Nature! 
She ſhook him from her Nerves in a Convulſion . 
His Father ſtamp'd the Bullion in a Heat, 
And taking from the Mint the fiery Oar, 

His Image bleſs'd, and cry'd, it is my own. 
Yet more! A Prieſt * him ; and tis thou ht, 
That Earth is more obliged to Priefts for jes, 
Than — for Souls. Nay, 2 a . 1 N 

too 

Perhaps in the Embraces of a "25s 

Who ventur'd Life to claſp the haſty joy. 

Lex“ Coker 5 We 


a * Do not theſe Veins contain 
The ſame rich Blood, that circles in the King's ? 


Tho' but a Baſtard Scion of his Stem: 

Tho' mark ' d with Infamy, and quite deſpoil'd 

Of that inherent Right, which Infant - Nature, 

In her firſt uncorrupted State, allow'd 

To all : yet the ethereal Energy, 

The aRuating Principle, that moves ; 
The Soul to Godlike Acts — that Thirſt of Sway 
Which was implanted in me at my Birth, 
Has not forſook me.—— ' Manrs#'s Amaſis, 


What l tho' my Father, without prieftly Form, 
Infas'd his Godlike Soul into my Mother ; 
And I am but the Produce of ſtol'n Joys, 
When vigorous Nature prompted them to love ! 
My Spirit! that aſpiring heav'nly Spark 
Struck out from Fove to lighten up this Clay, 
8 


Would ſoar aloſt.— Beyond the vulgar Ken . 
In her imperial Seat look down on Men, 
As the ſtrong Eagle mounts, and ſcorns the diſtant 
Wren, "My Did. 
BATTLE. 


This Battle fares like to the Morning's War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light ; 
Now ſways it this Way like a mighty Sea, 
Fore'd to retire by Fury of the Wind. EF 
Here on this Mole Hill will I fet me down, | 
To whom God will, there be the Victery: 

For Margaret my Queen; and Clifford too, | | 
Have chid me from the Battle: Swearing botb, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. _ - | 

SuakzsrgaR Han VI. 

When my fierce Courſer with a Javelin ſtung, 
Firſt renr'd in Air, then tearing with a Bound © * 
The trembling Earth, plang'd deep amidft the Foe, 
And now a thouſand Deaths from every Side 
Had but one Mark, and on my Buckler rung 


Thro f 
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Thro' the throng Legions ; like a Tempeſt ruſh'd 
This Friend o'er gaſping Heroes rolling Steeds, 
And ſnatch'd me from my Fate, Younc's Bufiris. 


* Hark—the Death-denouncing Trumpet ſounds 
The fatal Charge, and Shouts proclaim the Onſet— 
"Deſtruction 1 dreadful to the Field, 

And bathes itſelf in Blood: Havock let looſe, 
Now undiſtinguiſh'd, rages all around; 

While Ruin, ſeated on her dreary Throne, 

Sees the Plain ſtrew'd with Subjects truly her's, 
Breathleſs and cold. — Havard's Scanderbeg. 


* With ſuch a firenuous, ſuch a labour'd Conflict, 
Sure never Field was fought! until Gyfawus 
Aloud cry'd, Victory! and on his Spear 
High rear'd the imperial Diadem of Denmark. + 
Then flack'd the Battle, then recoil'd our Holt ; 
His eccho'd Victory ! and now would know 
No Bounds. Rout follow'd, and the Face of Fight. 
Sh | Brooke's Guftawus Vaſa. 


* The wafting Winds, in audible Perception, 
Set all the Terrors of the Field before me ! | 
This Jar of Drums! The lofty Trumpets Ardours ! 
The vaunting Ecchoes of the neighing Steeds ! 
This Clang of Armour! theſe Sky-rending Shouts 

Of charging Squadrons, ſpeak the Battle raging ! 
| | C1BBER's King Fohn. 


* Involv'd in Clouds | 
Impervious to the View, the Battle long 
Continu'd doubtful, midſt the mingling Sounds 
Of Trumpets, neighing Steeds, tumultuous Shouts 
Of fierce Aſſailants, doleful Cries of Death, 
And ciattring Armour; till at length the Noiſe 
In diſtant Mw:mvrs dy'd, The Regicide. 


B AWD. 


the — STAGE. 
B A — Ps n *A el 


* I find by this air Lady M 4 546.1 26808 
The Calling of a Bawd to be a ſtrange, 511 75 
A wiſe and ſubtil Calling: And for none 1 
But ſtaid, diſcreet and underſtanding People. / 
And as the Tutor to great Mexander _ 

Would ſay, A young Man ſhould not dare to read 
His moral Books till after five and twenty; ; 

So muſt that he or ſhe that will be bawdy, 

(I mean diſcreetly bawdy, and be truſted) 

If they will riſe and gain Experience, 

Well ſteept in Years and Diſcipline begin it— 

I take it 'tis no Boys Play. 
RoCcuHEsTER's Valentivion.. 


* I charge vou, in the Name of Chaſtity, 
Tempt me no more: how ugly you ſeem to me! 
There is no Wonder Men defame our Sex, 
And lay the Vices of all Ages on us, 
When ſuch as you ſhall bear the Name of Women q 
If you had Eyes to ſee yourſelves, or Senſe p 
Above the baie Rewards ye earn with Shame! Fd 
If ever in you Lives ye heard of Goodneſs, _ 
Tho' many ions off, — as Men hear py 
If ever 2 Rader, and they Souls, 22 
Or ever * and not ſuch as ye are! 
If ever any Thing were conſtant in you | 
Beſides your Sins ! 
If any of your Anceſtors 
Dy'd worth a noble Deed—that would be cheriſhed, 
Soul-frighted with this black Infection, ; 
You would run from one another's ra thoſe Sine 4 2 
And from your guilty Eyes dr e Sins 
That made you blind and B id. © 


* Go—get you from me; 
ve are your Purſes Agents not the Princes, 


. 


Is 


# 
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Is this the virtuous Love ye train'd me out to? 

Am I a Woman fit to imp your Vices? 

But that I had a Mother, and a Woman, 

Whoſe ever-living Fame turns all it touches 

Into the Good itſelf was, I ſhould now 

- Ev'n doubt myſelf ; I have been ſearch'd fo near 
The very Soul of Honour. Why ſhould * Two, 
That happily have been as chaſte as I am! 
Fairer I think by much, (for yet your Faces 

Like ancient well-built Piles: — —— Ruins) 
After that —_ turn mortal Devils ! 

For Shame, for Womanhood, for what you have 


been, 
(For rotten Cedars have borne goodly Branches) 
If you have Hope of any Heav'n but Court, 
Which like a Dream you'll find hereafter vaniſh ; 
2 * the beſt but ſubje& to Repentance ! 

no more to be ill ſpoken of. 

omen live themſelves ; if they muſt fail, 
Their own Deſtruction find them. 
ROCHESTER” Falintinian. 


Your _ dark Sins dwell with you, and that 
rice -” . 

You ſell the Chaſtity of modeſt Wives at, 

Run to Diſeaſes with you. —I deſpiſe you, 

And all 75 Nets you have pitch'd to catch my 
irtae, 

Like Spiders Webs I ſweep away before me. bid. 


- Curſe on that formal fieady Villain's Face. | 
Juſt ſo do all Bawds look: Nay, Bawds they ſay, 
_ pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heave nd 

Turn vp: Gar 6 e Eye-Balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lie, and preach like any Prieſt.” - 

Orwar' 5 Orpban, 


nM — 


® > 
4 


BEAUTY. 


the ENGLISH" STAGE. 39 


; BE Y $i ho hy 


Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an Eehiop's Ear. 
Beauty ! too rich for — for Earth too dear. 


So ſhews a ſnowy Dove with Crows, We 
As youger 1 er her Fellow o Ws. e 
'* \'SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and Palin 


A Beauty ripe as Harveſt, 
Whoſe Skin is whiter: than Swan/all over, 
Than Silver, Snow or Lillies ; a ſoft Lip: 
Wou'd tempt you to Eternity of kiſſing, 
And Fleſh that melteth in the Touch to Blood, 
Bright as your Gold, and lovely as your Gold, 
All her Looks are ſweet 


As the firſt Grapes or Cherries, {3864.41 \ 
Ben. Jindal s 2 
She” s ontwardly _ x) 


All that bewitches Senſe, all that entices ; | 
Nor is it in our Virtue to uncharm it „u 
Pay Bzavnonr's cu. a 


With this Reward; che: great Rewainduf Beandy. 
The batter'd Soldier crowns his glori _ nend | 


And bs all the e Toils of 
199 2 Br AUMONT" 7 Nees 


| Had you lf beaueou ben you'ad knows les 

are : 6 

Ladicy are happieſt moderately fn, „ 
* aer Treten Love is « Tub, 


Not purple Violets i in the early Spring, | 4 
Such graceful Sweets, ſuch tender Beauties A f 

The orient Bluſh Which does her Cheeks 225 
Mates Cena pale, vies with the roſy . , ke 
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Cupid has ta' en a Surfeit from her Eyes, 
Whene'er ſhe ſmiles, in lambent Fire he fries, 
And when ſhe weeps diſſolv'd in Pearls, he dies. 

| LIE“ Nero, 


Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray ; 
Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlippery Way? 
Pleas'd with the Paſſage, we glide ſwiftly on, 
And ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. 

Darpzx'r Aurengzebe. 


Beauty is ſeldom fortunate when great, 

A vaſt Eſtate, but overcharg'd with „„ Hi. 
All Hearts alike, all Faces cannot move, 

There is a ſecret Sympathy in Love. 

The powerful Loadſtore cannot move a Straw, 


No more than Jet the trembling Needle draw. 
Wits SEDLEY's Antony and Clenpatra. 


Beauty ! thou art a fair, but fading Flower ; 
The tender Prey of ev'ry coming Hour. 
In Youth, thou, Comet-liks, art gaz'd upon ; 
But art portentous to thyſelf alone : 
Unpuniſh'd thou to few wer't ever given, 


Nor art a Blefling, but a Mark from Heay'n. 1514. 


Her Galley down the Silver Cydne; row'd, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold : 
The — inds were lodg'd in 12 Sails: 

Her r eo Nereidi, round her Couch were 

ac'd, 

Where ſhe, another Sea-born Venus lay... 

She lay, and lean'd her Cheek upon her Hand, 

And caft a Look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 

As if ſecure of all Beholders Hearts _ 

Neglecting ſhe could take them. Boys like Lage; 

Stood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds 

That play'd about her Face. But if ſhe r 46 
5 art · 


* 


re 
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A darting Glory ſeem to blaze Abroad, ' ils 

That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary'd, \ 1 

But hung upon the Object. To ſoft Flutes 9 15 

The Silver Oars kept Time: And while they play'd, 

Tre Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight, 

And both to Thought. Twas Heav'n, or ſomewhat 
more 449 i 0 

For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds” 

Stood panting on the Shore, and wanted . 

To give their welcome Voice. TS OOF). 

Dzvpen's All for Love. + 


Her Eyes have Power beyond The//al/ian Charms, 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n. For Eloquence, 
The Sea-green Cyrens taught her Voice their Flattery : 
And while ſhe ſpeaks Night fteals upon the Day, ? 
Unmark'd of thoſe that hear. Then ſhe's ſo charming, / 
Age buds at Sight of her, and ſwells to Vun 
The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles, 
And with heav'd Hands, forgetting Gravity; | 
They bleſs her wanton Eyes. Ev'n I who hate her, 
With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty, 1 
And, while I curſe, defire it. 1d. 


Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows ' 
Of ſighing Kings, and at her Feet were laid | | | 
The res of the Earth, expos'd on Heaps, 
To chuſe where ſhe wou'd reign, Bid. 


Oh ſhe is the Boaſt, 
The 2 Chance-work Maſter· piece of Nature; 
Who bluſh'd to ſee what her ooẽn Hands had made, 
As if, miſtaking Moulds, ſhe unawares 
Had caſt Semandra in a Form divine, $7 
Let's Mithridatet. 


Behold her firetch'd upon a flow'ry Bank, 
With her ſoft Sorrows lull'd into a Slumber : 


1 
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The Summer's Heat had to her nat'ral Bluſh 

Adced a brighter and more tempting Red : 

The Beauties of her Neck. and naked Breaſts, 

Lifted by inward Starts, did riſe and fall, 

With Motion that might put a Soul in Statues : 

The matchleſs Whitereſs of her folded Arms, 

That ſeem'd Yembrace the Body whence they grew, 

Fir d me to gaze o'er all — Field of Love. 

While to my raviſh'd Eyes officious Winds, | 

Waving her Robes, diſplay'd ſuch well-turn'd Limbs, 

As Artiſts would in poliſh'd Marble give 

The wanton Goddeſs, when ſupinely laid, 

the charms her Gallant God to new Enjoyment. 
Lee's Mithridates, 


A laviſh Planet reign'd when the was born, 
And made her of ſuch kindred Mould to Heav' 'n, 
She ſeems more Heav'n's than ours. 


Davoun's Oedipus, 


O the is all Perfection 
1 that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 
All that che gawdy Heavens could dr 7. down 
glorious. Lue's pod. 


But 7heodefcus comes ! Hide, hide thy Charme :\ 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
The royal Youth, who doats 4 Death for Love, 
I fear would forfeit all bis Vows to Heaven, by 
And fix upon the _ of World of gout” by 
1 


But ob! what Thought can paint that fair Fe- 


fection? 
Not Sea - born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 


When the Nymphs firſt kiſs'd her Coral Lips, 


oliſh'd fair, — waſh'd with orient Beauty, 
Coull in wy —_— wx match er 


ef: 


Her 
* o 


> Md tt) 2 


22 
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Her Legs, — Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her 
rea 44 

So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matclileſs in their Laſtre, 

Such all Perfection, that I took whole Draughts 

Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſh'd 


With ling 'ring Surfeits of her fatal Lite" Then fir. 
"Lins 


Is ſhe not as *** as the Tartles of the Woods? 
Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Fields? 
As op'ning Flowers untainted yet with Winds? 
The Pride of Nera. and the WW of Senſe ? 
OTwar's Caius Marius. 


Oh! the bas Beauty might enſnare 04 49 990) 
A Conqueror's Soul, Pa make-him leave his Crown 
At Random, 'to be ſcuffled for by Slaves! Di. 


Oh ! ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the 
Of mighty Kings, and Tet the World at Odde ! 
| Orwar's . 


No beanteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring; 
Tho' the fair Child of bing ni Mien! tre 
Can be fo lo,. e ined fe 


For endleſs Joys are in that Heaven of Lore, 
A thouſand Cupids dance upon her Smiles; 
Young bathing Angels, wanton in her Eyes 
Melt in her Looks, and pant upon her 
Each Word' is gentle as a Weſtern Breeze, 

That fans the Infant Boſom of the 5 — +4 | 
And every Sigh more roſy than the 4-100 Irre 
5 Sdvrnkax⸗“ + Loyal Brother. , A 


Is ſhe not bri d . x Summer's. Morn; - 
When all the Heav'n is ireak'd with dap le Fires, 
And fleek'd with — like a rifl'd Mal. 

* Lez's Duke of — 
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Beauty has Bounds, 
And can no more to every Heart be ſo, - 
Than any Coin thro' every Land can go. \ 
Dx YDEN's Jyrannick Love. 


Mark her majeſtick Fabrick ! She's a Temple 
Sacred by Birth, and built by Hands divine: 
Her Soul's the Deity that lodges there ; 

Nor is the Pile unworthy of the God. | 
Darox' Don Sebaſtian. 


: | She whoſe Eyes 

Meet ready Victory where'er they glance: | 
Whom gazing Crowds admire, whom Nations court : 
One who could change the Worſhip of all Climates, 
And make a new Religion where'er ſhe comes, 
Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 

To idolize her Face.  Drxrtpen's Lowe Triumphant. 


Her Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks, her Shapes, her 
b Feat w | > 4 < . 
Seem to be drawn by Love's own Hand ; by Love 
Himſelf in Lore. - This: 


What Images ſhall Eloquence prepare 
To paint a Form ſo perfect and divine? 
Others by flow Degrees advance in Love,, 
And Step by Step, and leiſurely get Ground: _ 
We article with Judgment e'er we yield, 
Reaſon rejecting oft, where Fancy's fond. 
She ſeizes Hearts, not waiting for Conſent, | 
Like ſudden Death, that ſnatches unprepar'd ; _ = 
Like Fire from Heaven, ſcarce ſeen f ſoon as felt: : 
All other Beauties ſeem inferior Stars 
At her Appearance vaniſhing apace ; | 
Whene'er ſhe mounts they ſet.” 8 
| LansDown':s Heroic Love. \n 
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As at Troy © N! Ml 


When He en paſſes thro” the pA Streets, 
Who curs'd her out of Sight, ſtrait bleſs'd aloud, 
And ry 1 s worth the War: Who would not 
t, 

Tho ſure SA die, to ſave ſuch wont Beauty ? 
So when the fair Chry/eis comes in View, 
Her Beauty reconciles the moſt enraged ; 
The Sick, who know they periſh for her Sake, 
Crawl from their Tents to gaze upon her Face, 
And, looking on her, feel Returns of Stren 
Soldiers and Captains ſwarm in Crowds about her ; 
All with loud Cries approve the General's Love, 
And with one Voice conſent to their own Ruin. 
To loſe the Sight, ſeems what they fear ' 
More than the Cindy of Life or Victory. 

- Lans8Down': Heroic Lowe. 


She was her Sex's Pride : 
Nor think my Tongue too laviſh, if I ſpeak her, 
Fair as the Fame of Virtue, and yet chaſte _ 
As its cold Precepts, wiſe beyond her Sex, 
And blooming Youth ſoft as forgiving Mercy, 
Yet EPL —_— _ Wer 5 or her Honour. 
Ro w' Tamerlane. 


The Bloom of ing Flowers; ud Beauty, 
Softneſs, and ſweeteſt Innocence ſhe wears, | 
nd looks like Nature in the World's fiſt TE 


Is ſhe not more than Painting can expreſs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy when they love. 
| Rowe* 4 Fair Pau. 5 


| She i is ſo exquiſitely fram'd, 
That I who many Years have dealt in Beauty, 
\nd had the faireſt Females from all Powe: 
.ommitted to my Care, ne'er yet beheld 
Mong ſuch Variety of foreign Charms, 


a Ving 
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A Virgin half ſo lovely. | 
She is all Perfection, and tho' born 
In a cold frozen Clime o * with Ice, 
And driving Snow (which if compar'd with her, 
Loſes its Whiteneſs) yet her Eyes dart Fire, 
Able to melt the moſt benum'd of Hearts 
- With kindling Warmth, and thaw it into Softneſs, 
Tr Abramutle, 


Whether you bluſh, or weep, or ſmile or frown, 
You always charm, nor can you coin your Face 
To an unpleaſing Shape. Did. 


2 Sure 2 2 8 — thine, on which 

he Fate of this great Monarchy depends ; 

Let dull — 2 the Doom . 

Of Kingdoms, from the Stars, and with their Schemes 

And Calculations, cheat the giddy Crowd: 

More ruling is the Aſpect of t 1 12 

Than that of thoſe bright Orbs, to States and Em- 
| pies; | N 

More fatal Influence flaſhes from thy Eyes, 

Than all thoſe glittering Balls that light the * 


I chat be ſhe who yonder penſive comes, f 
She ſeems ſome bright Inhabitant of Heay n, 
Shot with a falling Star from yon bright Region, 
To light the Wor d below. HILL“ Fair Inconſtani. 


"Tis not a Set of Features, or Complexion, 
The Tincture of a Skin, that I admire : 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senſe, 
1 +» > , AppisoN's Cato. 


Her Beauties glow'd upon my Mind. X ie 
And ſparkled in each Thought. Younc's Bufiris. 5 


A VS 7. 
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What tender Force, what Dignity: divine. 
What Virtue conſecrating every Feature z - 
Around that Neck what Droſs are Gold and Pearl! 

' | Youne's Bufiris, 


What art thou, Beauty! | 

Whoſe Charm makes Senſe and Valour grow as tame 
As a blind Turtle, FexToN's Mariamae. 

Mariamne with ſuperior Charms © 
Triumphs o'er Reaſon ; in her Look ſhe bears 
A Paradiſe of ever-blooming Sweets. 
Fair as the firſt Idea Beauty prints 
On the young Lover's Soul: A winning Grace 
Guides every Geſture, and obſequious Love 
Attends on all her Steps: For Majeſty, 
Streams from her Eye to each Beholder's Heart, 
And checks the Tranſport which her Charms inſpire. Bid. 


* Beauty, like the fair Heſperian Tree 
Laden with bloom Gold had need the Guard 
Of Dragon-watch with unenchanted Eye, 
To ſave her Bloſſoms and defend her Fruit 
Prom the raſh Hand of bold Incontinence. 
You may as well ſpread out the unſunn'd Heaps . 
Of Miſers Treaſure by an Outlaw's Den 
And tell me it is ſafe, as bid me hope | 
Danger will wink on Opportunity der £3 
And let a fingle helpleſs Maiden paſs © 
Uninjur'd in this wild ſurrounding Waſte. © 

M1LToN's Comme. - 


* Beauty is Nature's Coin, maſt not be hoarded, - , 
But muſt be current, and the Good thereof , 
0. Conſiſts in mutual and partaken Bliſs, - : 
Unſavoury in th' Enjoyment of itſelf : 
If you let ſlip Time, like a neglected Roſe, 
lt withers on the Stalk” with languiſh'd Head. 


4 


I. 4 * 


Beauty 
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Beauty is Nature's Brag, and muſt be ſhewn 
In Courts, at Feaſts, and high Solemnities, 
Where moſt may wonder at the Workmanſhip. 
It is for homely Features to keep Home, 


They had their Name from thence : Coarſe complexions 


And Cheeks of ſorry Grain, will ſerve to ply 
The Sampler, and to teaze the Houſewife's Wool. 
What need a Vermeil - tinctur'd Lip for tha', 
Love-darting Eyes, and Treſſes like the Morn ? 
There was another Meaning in theſe Gifts. 

| M1L.Tox's Camus. 


* Beauty 
That tranſitory Flower; ev'n while it laſts 
Palls on the roving Senſe, when held too near, 
Or dwelling there too long : By Fits it pleaſes ; 
And ſmells at Diftance beſt: Its Sweets, familiar 
By frequent Converſe, ſoon grew dull and cloy'd you, 
|  JerFerEYsS's Edwin, 


* All Glory in her Eye! Perfection thence 
Looks from its Throne; and on her ample Brow 
Sits Majeſty. Her Features glow with Life, 
Warm with heroic Soul. Her Mien !—She walks 
As when a towering Goddeſs treads this Earth. 

| THoOMPSON's Sophonisba. 


O thou compleateſt Pattern of thy Kind! 
Beauties thy Face, and Virtues grace thy Mind. 
In Wiſdom, like Minerva, ſprung from Fove 
In Beauty, like the Paphian Queen of Love. 
When thou wert form'd by the Almighty Hand, 
On Earth he plac'd thee with this great Command, 
Go, teach the World, what thou canſt prove alone, 
Beauty and Virtue may be join'd in one. 

| TxacyY': Periander. 


* Deſcription is too weak to paint her Charms, 
Her Form is like the op'ning Dawn of Spring 


That 


e 


hat 


| Are ſure to find it out, and fire it too, 


Daughters of P for ever youn 
For 8 ever blooming ; aj nog 
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That Joy diffuſes thro” the whole Creation: 


Her Soul ! where is the Language can expreſs it? 
Divinity ſits ſtrong — „ =. EX 


And in her Looks ſuch Dignity appears, 
That all Beholders Adoration pay, 


And change th' inferior Deities for her. 
Tracy's Periander. 


* Such is the fatal Growth of hapleſs Beauty ! 
In her ſoft Spring ſhe puts forth tender Buds 


And blooming Flowers, which the Sun's genial Warmth 
Calls forth to Fruit, and ripens to High-Taſte : 


When comes the Savage, the Deſpoiler, Man, 

With Hand rapacious ravages the Boughs, 

Then my ker naked, ſtript of all her Honours, 
FrRowDt's Philotes. 


's dangerous; | 
'Tis ſome ſtrange — or I know not what, - 
But I have range it oft, and Forms like hers, 
If there's an active Spirit in a Country, F 
And then they re mad, forſooth, güde ar kad. 
All Point, and Puno, nor will ſwerve an Inch 
Wide of their own chimeric Schemes of Action, 
Into the beaten Road of human Doings. 


BELLERS's Mure Innocence. 


* Flatter'd too long. Beauty at length grows /evantor 
And, inſolently ſcorntul, flights its Praiſe. 
| Hiut's Mira. 


* reer not 2 8 thoſe W338 Maids, 


By Streams of Waters, ſoft repoſe 
Jo crown th' immortal 


Vor, I. 
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* O fatal Beauty ! Why art thou beſtow'd 
On hapleſs Woman ſtill to make her wretched ! 
Betray'd by thee, how many are undone. — 


PATERSON's Arminius. 


BED. 


O thou gentle Scene 
Of ſweet Repoſe, when by th' oblivious Draught 
Of each ſad toilſome Day, to Peace reftor'd 
Unhappy Mortals loſe their Woes awhile. 


THomPsON's Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


BEES. 


So work the Honey-Bees ; 
Creatures that, by Rule in Nature, teach 
The Art of Order to a 2 Kingdom. 
They have a King, and Officers of Sorts: 

Where ſome, like Magiſtrates, correct at Home; 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade Abroad; 
Others, like Soldiers, armed in their Ships, 

Make Boot upon the Summer's Velvet Buds, 
Which Pillage they with merry March bring Home 
To the Tent Royal of their Emperor; | 
Who (buſied in his Majeſty) ſurveys 

The finging Maſon building Roofs of Gold; 

The civil Citizen kneading up the Honey; 

'The poor mechanick Porters, crowding in 

'Their heavy Burdens at his narrow Gates ; 

The ſad-ey'd Juſtice, with his ſurly Hum, 
Delivering o'er to Executors pale 

The lazy yawning Drone, SHaxEsPEAR's Henry V. 


Imagine to thyſelf a Swarm of Bees 
Driv'n to their Hive by ſome impending Storm, 
Which at its little Port in cluſt ring Heaps, 
And climbing o'er each other's Backs they enter. 
| Frowd's Fall of a 


1 . a a oo. 
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B EG GAR. 


I'd rather wander thro* the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens ſurly Doors. 
OTwar's Orphan. 


Will you then quite caſt off your poor Lavinia, 

And turn me like a Vagrant, out of Doors, 

To wander up and down the Streets of Rome, 

And beg my Bread with Sorrow ? Can I bear 

The proud and hard Revilings of a Slave, 

Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when I aſk 4 

A little Pity for my pinching Wants? 

Shall I endure the Cold, wet windy Nights, 

To ſeek a Shelter under dropping Eves ? 

A Porch my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 

Shiv'ring and ſtarv'd for want of Warmth and Food, 

Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with Tears 

Muſt I at the uncharitable Gates 

Of proud great Men implore Relief in vain ? 
_ Ortwar': Cains Marius. 


BIGOT. 


„ 


* He was an execrable Bigot 
Who for ſuch horrid Purpoſes, had crept 
Into the cheated Sultan's Court and Service; 
As by the Traitor's Papers we have learn'd. 
For know there lives upon the craggy Cliffs 
Of wild Phenician Mountains, a Fire Race, 
A Nation of Aſſaſſins. Dreadful Zeal 7 
Fierce and intolerant of all Religion £ 
That differs from their own, is the black Soul 
Of that infernal State. Soon as their Chief, 
The old Man (fo they ſtile him of the Mountains) 
Gives out his baleful Will, however fell, © 
However wicked and abhorr'd it be, | 


Tho” cloath'd in Danger, the moſt Dea 
| =" — 8 'D 2 & crugl _ \ They Be 
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They {wit and filent, glide thro' every Land, 

As fly the gloomy Miniſters of Vengeance, 

Famine and Plague ; they lye for Years conceal'd 
Make light of Oaths, nay ſometimes change Religion, 
And never fail to execute his Orders. 

Of theſe the Villain 1 was, theſe ruffian Saints 

The Curſe of Earth, the Terrors of Mankind. 

| THomPsON's E devard and Eleonora. 


BIRDS. 


| So in the Fields 

When the Deſtroyer has been ont for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 
Seeking, when — paſt, to meet again, 
Make Moan, and all by fach Degrees approach, 
Till — they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 
Murm'ring Love and Joy, their Fears are over. 

Orwar' Orphan, 


Secure and free they paſs their harmleſs Hours, 
Gay as the Birds that revel in the Grove, 


And ſing the Morning up. 
[ TarE' Loyat General. 


The watchful Birds impatient for the Morning, 
Already, hark! begin to call it forth, 
With Notes, like Trumpets ſounding a Retrear. 

Horx ins's Pyrrbas, 


So to th' appointed Grove the feather'd Pair 
Fly chirping on, unwatchful of the Snare; 
Purſuing Love, and wing'd with am'rous Tho 
The wanton Couple in one Toil are caught; 

| employed to ſtab Prince Edward, and who executed k 
pI with a poiſoned Dagger.---Perhaps the Author mugil 
in this Deſcription have in View a Set of more modern Saints, in! 
Jeſuits, as many Parts correſpond with their CharaQer 3 
1s only  ConjeQture of the Editor, | 
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ln the ſame Cage in mournful Notes complain 
Of the ſame Fate, and curſe perfidious Man. 
Lanspown's Britiſh Inchanter, 


Thus when the big impending Clouds appear, 
And ſtruggling Winds proclaim ſome I "og near, 
The trembling Birds, the coming Danger fly, 
And ſeek for Thelter from the lowering Sky ; 
In wild Confuſion and Affright divide, 
The mournful Mate is ſever'd from his Bride; 
But when the Gloom is clear'd, the Storm o'er paſt, 
Each ſeeks his Conſort, with impatient Haſte ; 
Grieves till ſhe's found, when found the joyful Pair, 
With warbling Tranſports charm the liſt'ning Air. 

| BECKINGHAM's Scipio, 


BIRT.H.- 
Birth is a Shadow. Courage, felf-ſaſtain'd 
Out. lords Succeſſion's Phlegm—and needs wo Anceſtors. 
I am above Deſcent ; and prize no . 
Hits Merepe. 

Her Birth, her Parents yet unknown, her Poverty 5 
Is ſhe not rich in Virtue ? Or look round _ +, 
Among the titled great ones of the World FI 
Do they not ſpring from ſome proud Monarch's Flatterer, 
Some — Mitreſ. ; or ambitious Miniſter, 
The Ruin of his Country, while their Blood — 
Rolls down thro' many a Fool, thro' many a Villaig 
To its now proud Pofleffors ? —-Fzancis's Eigeeia. 


Thy Birth? _ 
Did I not early teach thee to deſpiſe | 
A caſual Good? Thou art thyſelf, I/ ut. 
Inform me, Youth, wouldſt thou be what thou art 
Thus fair, thus brave, thus ſenſibly alive 
To Glory's fineſt Feel ; or give up all 
To be deſcended from a Line of Kings, 

D 3 The 
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The tenth perhaps from Jove ?—I ſee thy Cheek 
Glows a repenta at Bluſh. — Our greateſt Heroes, 
Thoſe Gods on Earth, thoſe Friends of Human-kind, 
Whoſe great Examples I would ſet before thee 


Were once unknown like thee. — , 
WHITEHEAD's Creuſa, 
BLAST. 


Behold my Arm thus blaſted dry and wither'd, - 
Shrunk like a foul Abortion and decay'd, 
Like ſome untimely Produ of the Seaſons, 
Robb'd of its Properties and Strength of Office. 
SHAKESPEAR's Richard III. 


BLESSING. 


The bounteous Heavens 
Rain on your Head whole Deluges of Mercies, 
For this great Goodneſs. Hear me, O ye Powers 
Hear me upon my Knees! where'er he goes 
Guard him with Bleſſings; give him his own Wiſhes : 
If to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him, | 
And growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms: 
Let him attain by a long Courſe of Valour, 
And gallant Acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs ; 
And when at laſt in Triumph he returns, 
May all the fighing Virgins ſtrew his Way, 
And with new Garlands crown his coming Glory. 
| LEE“ Ceſar Borgia. 


Angels, preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 

Bleſs it with long uninterrupted Days! 

Oh, may he live till Time itſelf decay, 1 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend him! 
OTwar': Orphan. 


4 Heat 
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Hear me, bounteous Heaven 

Pour down your Bleſſings on this beauteous Head, 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand: Let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always hover round her ; 
Feed her with Plenty ; let her Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning ; 
Crown all her Days with Joys, her Nights with Reſt, 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue, 

|  OTwar's Venice Preſer d. 


Kind Heaven has ſurely endleſs Stores . | 
Hoarded for thee of Bleſſings yet untaſted. 7bid. 


The Seal of Providence is ſure upon thee, . 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of Wonders, Ibid. 


| O gracious Heaven 
Thou that haſt endleſs Bleſſings ſtill in Store 5 
For Virtue and for filial Piety ; ES. 
Let Grief, Diſgrace, and Want be far away ; 
But multiply thy Mercies on his Head : * 
Let Honour, Greatneſs, Goodnefs ſtill be with him, 
And Peace in all his Ways. Rowtz's Fair Penitent. 


Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Heavens: - 
For this one Action guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance, 
Save him from Wrong, Adverſity and Shame. 7 
Let never-fading Honours flouriſh round him, 

And conſecrate his Name ev'n to Time's End. 

Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 

And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereafter. 5 
 Rows's Fane Sbore. 


BLINDNESS. 


Oh Happineſs of Blindneſs ! Now no Beauty. 2 
Inflames my Luſt; no —_— Good my Envy, Fog 
$ 4 ; 


% 
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Or Miſery my Pity ; No Man's Wealth 

Draws my Reſpect, nor Poverty my Scorn. 

Yet ſtill L ſee enough ! Man to himſelf 

Is a large Proſpect, rais'd above the Level. 
DenHam's Sophy, 


All dark and comfortleſs ! 
Where are thoſe various Objects that but now 
. Employ'd my buſy Eyes? Where are thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays, that lately ſhot 
Oer flow'ry Vales to diſtant ſonny Hills, 
And — with Joy, the vaſt Horizon in. 
i Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And Feelin ** my Sight. 
Shut from the Living While among the Living; 
Dark as the Grave Sid the buſt Worl 
At once from Bus'neſs and from Pleas re barr d. 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring: 
Nor ſee * Face of Kade or of Friend. 
. | Torr , King Leer, 


BLUSH. 


How brightly her betraying Bluſhes move, | 
And feem a glorious 'Fraitor to her Love. 
Howard's Vea Virgin, 


See, my Palma — the frighted Blood 
Scarce — recall her pale Cheeks : 
Like the firſt Streaks of Light brake looſe fromDarkneſs, 
And dawning r Da YDEN 's Marriage Alamode. 


What means, alas! 
That Blood which fluſhes guilty in your Faces. 
Da rox ' Stare of Innocence. 


Cheek, 


O call nat to this aged 


The little Blood which ſhould keep warm my „ Heart. 
DTD RN“ * a 
þ e 


the Encrisn SrAex. 


57 
Let me for ever gaze, 
And bleſs the new-born Glories that adorn thee : 
From ev'ry Bluſh that kindles in thy Checks, _ 
Ten thouſand little Loves and Graces ſpring, 
To revel in the Roſes, RowE8's Temerlane, 


Confound me not with Shame, nor call up all 
1] he Blood that warms my trembling Heart 
To fill my Cheeks with Bluſhes. Trap Abramu'e, 


BOAR 


Forth from the Thicket ruſh'd another Boar, 
So large he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 
With all his dreadful Briltles rais'd up high; | 
They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears * his Back: 7 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 
9 his huge long Tuſks, and gaping wide, 
As he already had j well-pow'dJave: yo. high, / | 
Till brandiſhing m avelin : 
With this 2 Tom I ſtruck | 
The ugly brindled M a: the Heart. 7 

Orwar's Orphan. 


We purſued the Chaſe, 

When from behind the Wood, with ruſtlin * 
A monſtrous Rear ruſh'd forth ; His haleful \ 
Shot 2 Fire, and his ſtiff- pointed idle 
Roſe high upon his Back: At me he made, 
| Whetting bis Tuſks, and — 
Then, then 8 few in to aid me | 
C all himſelſ. and riſing to the Blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling Spear, * well-aim'd Javelin 
Pierced his tough Side, 22 iver'd in his Heart; 
The Monſter fell, and — with huge Tuſks, * 
Plough'd up the crimfon Earth. | 

Sur Pledre eee 
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BOASTING. 


Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 
So Honour croſs in from the North and South, 
And let them grapple ; the Blood more ſtirs 
To rouſe a Lion than to ſtart a Hare, 

By Heaven, methinks it were an eaſy Leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep, 


Where fathom'd Line could never touch the Ground, 


And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks. 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. Part 1, 


| I've ſeen the Day, Y 
'That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my Way thro' more Impediments 
Than twenty Times your Stop. 
| SHAKESPEAR's Otbells. 


'Tis yet to know 


: * 


' (Which when I know that boaſting is an Honoun, 


I ſhall promulgate) I fetch Life and Being 


From Men of royal Siege, and my Demerits 
May ſpeak unbonnetted as proud: a Fortune, 
As this that I have reach'd. Lid. 


Diſcretion, 
And hardy Valour, are the Twins of Honour; 
And nurs'd together, make a Conqueror; 
Divided, but a Talker: 
And we that have been Victors, beat ourſelves, 
When we inſult upon our Honour's Subject. 
| _ BraumonT's Bonduca, 


* My Arm a nobler Victory ne'er gain'd, 7 


Than that 


And I am prouder to have paſs'd that Stream, 

Pine a Million o'er the Plain; 

Can none remember, yes I know all muſt, 

When Glory. like the dazling Eagle ſtood n * 
: erch' 


* g 


{ 
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Perch'd on my Beaver in the Granick Flood, 
When Fortune's ſelf my Standard — bore, 
And the pale Fates ſtood frighten'd on the Shore ; 
When all th' Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And I myſelf appear'd the leading God. | 

| Lee's Alexander ., 


But when we join'd Battle, 
Fierce as a Winter-Storm upon the Main, 
I rang'd the Field, whilſt my affrighted Foes, 
Like Billows at the angry Neptune's Frowns, 
Succeſſively did vaniſh from my Sight. 
Did I not pour upon their foremoſt Ranks 
Sudden and fierce as Lightning ; ruſh among | 
Their thickeſt Squadrons, and in glorious Heat, 
Like Thunder breaking from a teeming Cloud, 
Make Deſolation wait upon my Arms??? 
With my drawn Sword I pointed out the Paths 
Of dazzling Fame, which none but I could tread 
Mounting that ſtately Pyramid alone, 
Whilſt all my Army lagg'd, and you belows - 
Trembling like Girls but to behold my Daring. . 

SOUTHERN's Loyal Brothers. 


By Mars, the fingle Virtue of this Arm | 
Diſpers'd their Troops, and drove them from the Field. 
; Did his Genius 9 
Know mine, the ſtronger Demon, fear the- Grapple, 
And, looking round him, found this Nook of Fate, 
To ſkulk behind my Sword. ee 

on Darn Don Sebaſtian. 

Fove has poured the Nile into my. Hand. 

The Prince of Rivers, -Ocean's eldeſt Son ; 

Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful Year, 
Nor aſk precarious Plenty from the Sky, 
Throw all my G ories open to his View. 


n 1 Lon Bufiris. 
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B O U N T Y, 


When ill conferr 4 — * = 
Wannen ill conferr'd, is Prodigality. 
2 — E's Philatas, 


* I long have known your Bounty 
(My very Being your's) let it extend 
In doing Acts of Charity, Compaſtion, 

And univerſal Love. Open the Gates 

Of Liberty to Wretches, loſt in Dungeons; 
| Relieve th' Oppreſt, aſſert the Orphan's Rights, 

And teach the Widow's Heart to fing for Joy. 

With Bounty guide the partial Hand of Fortune 
And make the Virtuous happy. Fraxcis's Eugenia. 


BOUNT Y perverted. 
„There will I lay a Scene ſhall turn this royal 


Thoſe flattering Favours into deadly Poifon ; | 
Their promis'd Safety here hall prove their Ruin. 
So where the Eye of Heav'n with fulleſt Ray, | 
Pours on the pregnant Glebe a Flood of Day 
Tho' the rich Clime ambrofial Odours cheer 
And Summer ſmiles round all the radiant Year; 
Fell Miſchief lurks- in the fair-feeming Scenes | 
In ſpicy Gales diſguis'd and fragrant Greens 
The Scorpion's Sting, the Viper's venom'd Brood 
And Catentures that fire the boiling Blood. 
© - Curſt in his Paradiſe the Native pining lies 
Or ſmit with Madneſs in à Frenzy dies. 
B& LLERS's Injured Innocence, | 


£1574 | 


* 


f Go bid her ſteal into the pleached Bower, 
Where. Ioney-Suckles, ripen'd by the Sun, W 4 
9 orbid 
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Forbid the Sun ta enter: Like Favourites, 
Made oud like Princes, that advance their Pride 
Againſt the Power that bred it. 
SHAKBSPEAR's Much ado about Nothing, 


Behold the unlaboured Ground | 
Bounteous of Fruit: Above our ſhady Bowers; | 
The creeping ſeſſamin thruſts her — Flowers ; 


The Myrtle, Orange, and the bluſhing Roſe, - 
With bending fm ts ſo nigh their Blooms diſcloſe, 
Each ſeems to fl "_ the Der 


And, creeping 'twixt them all, the mantling Vine 
Voes round her Trunks her purple Cluſters twine. 


By als heed. he: Gabe; e ee | 
- Davpen Men <54w/4 


* _ _ Behold the Bower, | 
Where from the Jon Roof the Dew Fikit'a; 
And trickling from th * Brow, perfum d thy Tears : ; 
Whilſt to code the ; 9d of the Night, 
Officious Love celeſtial Perfumes breath d, 
And tann'd the Moon Beams with more ſhini ing Wings. 
Tar. len! Go Gonerad, 


The 1 ſelected ſor their amourous Rites | 
Is now that Bower, ſhe terms the Paphian Court, 
Herſelf the Veaus there ! the ambient Lake, 1 
Which from à thouſand gurgling Fountains owe, I 
A ſtately Train of Silver Swans | 
Like naval Scouts to guard their Citadel 
A . nal Streamer from the Window wav d, 

Raiſes or falls the Golden Draw bridge down, 
21 exclude attendant Slaves, 
incites or cloys Deſire: 
4 Tow the diſtant Vale, i in Order N 
Silken Pavilions form the Camp of Cupid | 
Where new Delights for every Senſe, are ſtor d. 
Their Banquets beggar Zgypr to ny ; 


As 
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As if they meant to waſte that World he had conquer d. 
Now Bands of mimick Maſkers, light-heel'd Gaz/;, 
Melodious Virgins, or the warbling Eunuch, 
Beguile the languid Intervals of Love! 
To ſoft enervate Sounds, their Souls diffolve, 
As Fame and Virtue were the Scorn of Greatneſs. 

| C1BBER's Cæſar in Egypt. 


Hie thee, poor Pilgrim to yon neighb'ring Bower 
O'er which an old Oak ſpreads his awful Arm, 
Mantled in browneſt Foliage, and beneath 
The Ivy, gadding from th* untwiſted Stem 
Curtains each verdant Side. Mason Elpida. 


BRAVE. 


| The Brave do never ſhun the Light; | h 

5 Juſt are their Thoughts, and open are their Tempers ; 

; Freely without Diſguiſe they leve or hate: 

Still are they found in the fair Face of Day, 

And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their Actions. 
| Row*#'s Fair Penitent. 


Not all the lying Legends of Antiquity, 

Can ſhew a Heroe that e'er ſuffer d more | 

For his dear Country or his dearer Friend, 

Than he has for his greateſt Enemy; 27 

To him whoſe Life and Honour I betray d. 

This unexampled Bravery ſo affets me, 

That I could weep for his untimely Fall, 

And curſe myſelf, the Author of his Ruin. 
9 | TA Abramule. 


* The Brave are ever tender 
And feel the Miſeries of ſuffering Virtue. 
; 4 2 Marx' Tinwlon, 


* 
4 C 
. 


EY 
— x7 


- * ff _ 6 
. 14 * 
l . 


” * 
12 1 
7 R * 
- q jy 
* 1 
ol 


bs. , 


© > < 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 64 
BRIBERY. | 


Did not great Julia bleed for Juſtice Sake? 
What Villian touch'd his Body that did ſtab, 
And not for Juſtice ? What, ſhalF one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt Man of all this World 
But for ſupporting Robbers, ſhall we now 
Contaminate our ; Hy with baſe Bribes, 
And ſell the mighty Space of our large Honours, . 
For ſo much Traſh as may be graſped thus! 
I'd rather be a Dog, and bay the Moon, | 
Than ſuch a Roman SHAKESPEAR's Julius Cafar, - 


That Gold is well employ 'd, 
It works like Poiſon thro* our 8 State, 


And fits our freeborn Souls for 2 Yokes. 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh, ; 


He ſcorned the Wages of diſloyal Crimes 
To ruſt in Peace and ſtretch a N Hand 8 
For ſordid Bribes. | i. 


BRIDE. 


What frange Diſorders youthful Brides expreſs, 
Impatient Longings for the Happineſs ; | 
Approaching Joys will ſo diſturb the Soul, | 


As cedles always tremble near the Pole. 
OTwarY's Don Carlos. ' 


I'm mad! as promis'd Bridegrooms, borne away 


With Thoughts of nothing bat the joyful Day. 
Orwar* s Caius Marius, 


She is reſerved — fay, when you approach her; 
Why let her weep too: Was it ever known 
A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding-Day, 


Or claſp'd her Lover int he Eye o th World ? 


a 
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It is their Trade, 
The very Nature, Soul, and Lite-Blood of them, 
To whine, and cry, and turn their Heads away, 


When their Hearts doat on what they ſeem to ſcorn. 
LIE Cæſar Borgia. 


Theſe are the Fears which wait on every Bride, 

And only ſerve for Preludes to her Joys ; 
Shore Sighs, and all thoſe Motions of thy Heart 
Are Nature's Call, and kindle warm Defires : 
Soon as the friendly Goddeſs of the Night 

Shall draw her Veil of Darkneſs o'er thy Bluſhes, 
Theſe little, cold, unneceſſary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms; 
And when I preſs thee trembling to my Boſom, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs, if there be Room for Words, 

Or even for Thoughts, that all thoſe Thoughts are Bliſs, 
Rowe's Ambitious Stepmuther, 


The Virgin Bride, who ſwoons with deadly Fear, 
To ſee the End of all her Wiſhes near; 
When, bluſhing from the Light, and publick Eyes, 
To the kind Covert of the Night ſhe flies, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves; 
Melts in his Aims, and with a Loole ſhe loves. 

. RowE's Fair Penilent. 


BRITAIN. © 


Britain, the Queen of Iles, aur fair Paſſeſſion 
Secur'd by Nature, laughs at foreign Farce ; 
Her Ships her Bulwark, and the Sea her Dike, 
Sees Plenty in her Lap, and braves the World. 


Havana King Cbariis I. 


BUSINESS. 


- 
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BUSINESS. 


The Day was made 

To number out the Hours of buſy Men, 

Let them be buſy ſtill, and ſtill be wretched, 

And take their Fill of anxious drudging Day. 
Darn ens © 


HE Tempeſt is o'erblown, the Skies are clear, 
And the charm'd into a Calm fo ſtill, 
That not a Wrinkle ruffles her fmooth Face. Ef 
>; | | Dayptn':s Den Sebaſtian, C 
We often ſee againſt ſome Stam ; 
A Silence in the Heav'ns, the Rack fland flill, Wy 
The bold Winds ſpeechleſs, and the Orb below 
Is huſh'd. as Death. Suna Hamed. 
| ne A M p. £ | 
Danger and Death in Camps I've learn't to court; 
In Camps where Death's rough Buſineſs is 3 Sport, 
en 351 _  Davanant's Circa. 


So to the Camp, Preferment's nobleſt Mart. 
Where 1 1 ought to have the faireſt Play, you'll 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, ö 246 
Almoſt in every Band. How many Men | 

Country's 


Have ſpent their Blood in their dear 
( Ty 
Yet now pine under Want ; while Selfiſh Slaves, 
That even would cut their Throats whom now they 
e Like 
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Like deadly Locuſts, eat the Honey up, 
Which thoſe induſtrious Bees ſo hardly toil'd for. 
Orwa x' Orphan. 


So in a Dink tho' at the Dead of Night, 
If but the Trumpet's chearful Voice is heard, 
All at the S8 tear leap from downy Reft, 


And my eart awakes as mine does now. Lid. 
; -  _ . Before an Engagement. Wh 
* From 8 to Camp, thro' the thick Shade of 


ht, 
The Hum N. either Army ſtilly ſounds ! 
The out- fix d Centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each other's Watch : 
Fire anſwers Fire; and thro' their paly Flames 
Each Battle ſees the other's umber'd Face ! 
Steed threatens Steed in high and boaſtful Neigh, 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear; and from the Tents, 
The Armourers, accompliſhing the Chiefs, ' ö 
With Clink of Hammers, cloſing Rivets up, 
Give dreadful Note of Preparation. 
HII I' Henry V. 


After a Defeat. 


l have been led by ſolitary Care 
To yon dark Branches, ſpreading o'er the Brook, 
Which murmurs thro' the Camp; this mighty Camp, 


Where once two hundred thouſand Sons o War, | 


With reſtleſs Dins awak'd the Midnight Hour. 
Now horrid. Stillneſs in the vacant Tents | 
Sits undifturb'd ; and theſe inceſſant Ritls, 


Whoſe pebbled Channel breaks their ſhallow Stream, | 
Fill with their melancholy Sounds my Ears, 


As if I wander'd, like a lonely Hind, | 
O'er ſome dead F allow, far from all Reſort : 


Olen that ever and anon a Groan 


Boris 
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Burſts from a Soldier, pillow'd on his Shield 
In Torment, or expiring with his Wounds, 


And turns my fix d Attention into Horrour. 
GLOo VER“ Bead cea. 


C AR E. 


Care that in Cloyſters only ſeals her Eyes, 
Which Youth thinks Folly, Age as Wiſdom owns: 
Fools by not knowing her, outlive the wiſe, 
She viſits Cities, but the dwells in Thrones, 
| DavznanT's Gondibert} 


ALL Creatures elſe a Time of Love poſſeſs, 
Man only clogs with Care his Happineſs ; 
And while he ſhould enjoy his Part of Bliſs 
With Thoughts of what may be, deſtroys what is. 
Dr ypun's Conqueſt of Granads. 


CAT o. 


Greatly unfortunate, he fights the Cauſe 
Of Honour, Virtue, Liberty and Rome : © 
His Sword, ne'er fell but on the guilty Head : 
Oppreſſion, Tyranny, and Power uſurp'd,  - | 
Draw all the Vengeance of his Arm upon them. 

1 £1 ADp1is0N's Cats. 

Not all the Pomp and Majeſty of Rome 

Can raiſe her Senate more than Cato's Preſence : 
His Virtues render our Aſſemblies awful; "> 
They ftrike with ſomething like religious Fear, | 
And make e'en Cæſar tremble at the Head 
Of Armies fluſh'd with Conqueſt. Tbid. 


Turn up thy Eyes to Cato, | 
There may'ſt thou ſee to what a Godlike Height 
The Roman Virtues lift up mortal Man, hit 
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While „and juſt, and anxious for his Friends, 
He's ſti ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; 
Renouncing Sleep, and Food, and Reſt, and Eaſe ; 
He ftrives with Thirſt and Hunger, Toil and Heat; 
And when his Fortune ſets before him all 
The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul can wiſh, 
His rigid Virtue will accept of none. 

Appisox' 4 Cato. 


CAUTION, 


Caution tis true 
lin not unworthy of the braveſt Prince : 
But thoſe can only know a laviſh Fear, 
Who think they merit what they always dread. 
E. Haywood": Frederick Duke 7 Brunſiwicl- 
Lunenburgh, 


* Tho' brave Deeds be \ warm at firſt conceiv'd, 
Let the beſt Purpoſe cool, nor miſs your Bow. 
More firm and ſure the Hand of Courage ſtrikes, 
When it * ths: watchful Eyes of Caution. 


Tuourson Agamemnon. 


* His Mien is lofty, his Demeanour great, | 
— {pri y Foll antons in his Air, 
key Fol wa his Eyes. 


Such — 1 Tread des as Hom as oo. 
ut cautious u e flatterin orm, 
And only © 4 tells. 
Has Silence preſs'd her Seal upon his Lips ?. 
Does adamantine Faith inveſt his Heart ? 
Will he not bend beneath a Tyrant's Frown ? 
Will he not melt before Ambition's Fire ? 
Will he not ſoften in a Friend's Embrace ? 
Or flow diſſolving in a Woman's Tears? 
8. . Irene. 


CEN. 


the EN GLISA STAGE. 


C ENSORIOUSNESS. 


O that the too-cenſorious World would learn 
This wholeſome Rule, and with each other bear! 
But Man, as if a Foe to his own Species, 
Takes Pleaſure to report his Neighbour's Faults, 
Jedging with Rigour every ſmall Offence, ___ 
And prides himſelf in Scandal. Few there are 
Who injur'd, take the Part of the Tranſgreflor, 
And plead his Pardon, e'er he deigns to aſk it. 

EL. Harwood's Frederick Duke "of Brunſwoick- 


CHARNEL-HOUSE, 


Behold a Charnel-Houſe,  _ - J, | 
O'er cover'd quite with dead Men's rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls. 
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SAHAKESPEAR': Romeo and Juliet. 7 
c HAST E. 
Chaſte as the Iſicle j 
That's curdled by the Froſt from pureſt Snow, HS 
And hangs on Dian's Temple. | 
SHAKESPEAR's Coriclanuts 


Chaſter than Chryſtal on the Shia Cliffs, 
The more the proud Winds court it, ftill the purer, 
BzaumonT's Doub'e Marriage, 


Oh! ſhe's a Cake of Ice, | 
Whom all the Love in ch' Empire cannot thaw z / 
A dull croſs Thing, inſenfible of Glory, 
Deaf to all Promiſes, dead to allDefire ee 

| She has in her 2 

All the Contempt of Glory, and vain Seeming 
Of all the'Swoicks ; all the Truth of Chriſtians, 
And all their Conſtaney: Modeſty was made TOs 
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When ſhe was firſt intended: When ſhe bluſhes 


It is the holieſt Thing to look upon, 
The pureſt Temple of her Sex that e er 
Made Nature a bleſs'd Founder. 
If ſhe were any Way inclining 
To Eaſe or Pleaſure, or affected Glory 
Proud to be ſeen or worſhipp'd, twere a Venture: 
But on my Soul, ſhe's chaſter than old Camphire. 
| | RocnesTER's Yalentinian, 


In vain your Vaſſals have endeavour'd- 
By Promiſes, Perſuaſions, Reaſon's Wealth, 
All that can make the foremoſt Virtue bend, 
To alter her: Our Arguments, like Darts 
Shot in the Boſom of the boundleſs Air, 

Are loſt, and do not leave the leaſt Impreſſion, 


Did. 


| Cold as candy'd Ice ; 
Not a Thought ftarting free from warm Deſires : 
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain's Top, 
Cover'd with Snow, beaten with conſtant Winds, 
That feeds on Herbs and Roots, and drinks the Dew, 
| Lzee's Mithrigates. 


She's chaſte as the fann'd Snow, 
Twiee bolted o'er by the bleak Northern Blaſts. 
| LIE's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


In thy fair Brow there's ſuch a Legend writ 
Of Chaſtity, as blinds the adult'rous Eye : 
Not the Mountain Ice, | 
Congeal'd to Chryſtal is ſo froſty chaſte 
As thy victorious Soul, which conquers Man, 
And Man's proud Tyrant Paſſion, 
Dx xDEn's Albion and Albanus. 


C HA. 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 
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CH ASTIEEY 


* Yet a hidden Strength 
Which if, Heav'n gave it, may be term'd her own; ; 
"Tis Chaſtity, my Brother, Chaſtity, | | 
She that has that, is clad in compleat Steel, | 
And like a quiver'd Nymph with Arrows keen, 
May trace huge Foreſts, and unharbour'd Heaths, 
Infamous Hills, and ſandy perilous Wilde: 
Where, through the ſacred Rays of Chaſtity, 
No Savage fierce, Bandit, or Mountaineer 
Will dare to ſoil her Virgin Purity: | 
Yea there, where very Deſolation dwells, £ 
By Grots and Caverns hagg'd with horrid Shades 
She may paſs on with unblench'd Majeſty, _ * 
Be it not done in Pride or in Preſumption. © 


—  — „ w— „ „ % „ < == wo” ow ww 


Some ſay, no evil Thing that walks by Night 

In Fog, or Fire, by Lake or mooriſh Fen, . | 

Blue meagre Hag, or ſtubborn unlaid Ghoſt, 

That breaks his magick Chains at Curfew Time, 

No Goblin, or ſwart Fairy of the Mine, | 

Hath hurtful Power o'er true Virginity. 

Do ye believe me yet, or ſhall I call - f 

Antiquity from the old Schools of Greece, | | 

To teſtify the Arms of Chaſtity? 777 

Hence had the Huntreſs Dian her dread Bow, 

Fair filver-ſhafted Queen, for ever chaſte, | 

Wherewith ſhe tam'd the brinded Lionefs _ 

And ſpotted Mountain-pard, but ſet at Nought 

The friv'lous Bolt of Cupid : Gods and Men 

Fear'd her ſtern Frown, and ſhe was Queen o th* 
Woods. 5 Wi. i 

What was the ſnaky-headed Gorgon Shield, 7 

That wiſe Minerva wore, unconquer'd Virgin, 

Wherewith ſhe freez'd her Foes to -congeal'd Stone, 

But rigid Looks of chaſte Auſterity, | 

And noble Grace, that daſh'd brute Violence 


With 
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With ſudden Adoration and blank Awe, 


So dear to Heaven is ſaintly Chaſtity, 
That when a Soul is found fincerely ſo, 
A thouſand live-ris'd Angels lacquey her, 
Driving far off each Thing of Sin and Guilt, 
And in clear Dream and ſolemn Viſion 
Tell her of Things, that no groſs Ear can hear; 
Till oft converſe with heav'nly Habitants 
Begin to caſt and teem on th' outward Shape, 
The unpolluted Temple of the Mind, 
And turn it by Degrees to the Soul's Eſſence 
Till all be made immortal. Mil Tox's Gnus. 
What is this Deity that you adore ? 
What is your fav'rite Idol but a Shadow? 
Women, when old, and lighted by the World, 
Firſt preach the rigid Doctrine to their Sex 
And envy Joys they have not Pow'r to taſte, _ 
Tracy's Periander. 


Bright Goddeſs Chaſtity ! 
Thou to whoſe Honour, antient Rene decreed 
Temples and Altars when thy own Lztretia 
For Glory bled ! Do thou prote& thy Voury 1 
From Violence and Shame Irginia. 


CHILDREN. 


Children, the blind Effects of Love and Chance, 
Bear from their Birth the Impreflions of a Slave. 
44% 8 RYDEN's Aurengxcbe. 


- When Parents their Commands unjuftly lay, 
hildren are privileg'd to diſobey, _ " 
| DzxYDEN's Congueft of Granada. 
For Children Bleſſings ſeem, but Torments are, 
When young our Folly, and when old-our Fear. 
| _*  OrTwaY's Don . 
Yay 
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Why do we pray for Children, call them Bleſſings, 
And deem the Womb a Curſe ? O Marriage! 
Unhappy, moſt unhappy of all States ! 

Matching with Sorrows teeming ſtill with more, 
The vexed Womb ſeems to bring forth to vex. 
Lanspown's Heroic Love. 


* Look here ang ,weep with Tenderneſs and Tranſ- 


What is all ch Luxury to this? : 
To theſe beſt Joys, which holy Love beſtows? 
O Nature, Parent Nature, thou alone 
Art the true Judge of what can make us happy. 
© __ THOMPSON's Agamemmn. 


* Our Orphan Children | 
Bind me to Life.—O dear, O dangerous Paſlions ! 
The valiant in himſelf what can he ſuffer? . 
Or what does he regard his ſingle Woes? | 
But when alas he multiplies himſelf 
To dearer felves, to the lov'd tender 8 25 
To thoſe whoſe Bliſs, whoſe Bein 
To helpleſs Children! then, O Ken! 4 * 
The Point of Miſery feſt' ring in his 2 4 
And wry weeps his Fortune like a Coward.” | . 


HOMPSON's Eduard and EH 
CHRISTIANITY: . og ni 
* The Chriſtian Beam —_ 


Illuminates my Faith, and bids. me trut 
All that may e nr 
New Force i me, and'm dage- s +: 
Feels Ener vine : The fair Rxampio 4 2a * 
Of ſteadf; Martyrs, and of dying Saints 
Has warm'd me into better Thoughts: Fnow © 
Can with a Smile behold Misfortune ' Face, 2 
Vor. I. E And 
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And think the Weight of Miſeries, a Trial. 
The heav'nly Precepts brighten to my Mind 
No uſeful Part of Duty left behind : 
Here the conſenting Principles unite 
A Beam divine directs our Steps aright 
And ſhews the Moral, in the Chriſtian Light. 
HavarD's Scanderbeg. 


* 'Th' 4100 Chriſtian Power that knows me in- 
nocent 
Exacts (they ſay) long Life, in fx'd Diſtreſs 
And ſuffers not the Brave to Horten Woe. ' 
H I LL "7 Alxira. 


@ if theſe are Chriſtian Virtes+, I am Chriftian, 
The Faith that can inſpire this gen'rous Change 
Muft be Divine, —— and glows with all its God! 
= —- - Friendſhip, and Conſtancy, and Right, and Pity, 
All theſe, were Leſſons I had learnt before, 
But this unnat'ral Grandeur of the Soul 
Is more than mortal; and outreaches Virtue. 
It draws, It charms, — It bind; me, to be = 
Ce. 0) 
This antient <8 
How wanton fits amidſt Nature' 5 Smiles, 
Nor from her higheſt Turret has to view 
- But golden Landſkips and luxuriant Scenes, 
A Waſte of Wealth, the Store-houſe of the World ; 
Here fruitful Vales far ſtretching fly the Sight, 
There Sails unnambred whiten all. the Stream, 
While from the Banks full twenty thouſand Cities 
Survey their Pride, and ſee their gilded Towers 
Float on the Waves, and break againſt the Shoar. 14 
- "Various Nations meet N 


As in a Sea, yet not confin'd in Space, 


een the ame Play e the Head of Fo 
given | Elodad gf i «Viale 
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But ſtreaming freely thro' the ſpacious Streets, 

Which ſends forth Millions at each brazen-Gate ; 

Whene'er the Trumpet calls high over Head, 

On the broad Walls the Chariots bound dong 
Younc's B ri it, 


CLEMENCY, 


The Rulers of the World 
Unmercifully juſt, who puniſh all 
To the ſevereſt Rigour of the Laws 
Are moſt unjuſt themſelves, and violate 
The Laws they ſeem to guard. There is a Juſtice _ 


Due to Humanity. — 
Cu: Jonw5on' s Medean. 


* Yet no Attribute 
So well befits th' exalted Seat ſupreme, 
And Power's diſpoſing Hand, as Clemency. 
Each Crime muſt from its Quality be judg'd ; 
And Pity there ſhould interpoſe, where Malice 
Is not thꝰ· Aggreſſor.— TJoxss's Zar Rr. 


* So prone to Error is our mortal Frame, 
Time could not ſtep without a Trace of Horror, 
If wary Nature on the human Heart 
Amid its wild Variety of Paſſions 
Had not impreſs'd a ſoft and Ying See. 
That when Offences gave Reſentment Birth, 

The kindly Dews of Nee may raiſe 
The 1 of mutual 15 — and Forgiveneſs. 
GLOVER's DOPE: | 


K 1 
LIF F. i? 


From the dread Summit of this chalky . of 
Look up a-Height, the ſhrill-gor'd Lark ſo far 
Cannot be ſeen nor heard. Sax Er EAN King Lear, 


E 2 | Behold 


Ip 
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Behold a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks dreadful down upon the roaring Deep : 
How fearful and dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes fo low 
The Crows and Choughs that wing the midway Air, - 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as Beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire : Dreadful Trade 
The Fiſhermen that walk upon the Beach 
Appear like Mice ; and yond tall anch'ring Bark 
Seems leſſen d to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight. The murmuring Surge 
Cannot be heard ſo high. SHaxesPEAR's King Lear. 


As from ſteep and dreadful Precipice 

The frighted Traveller caſts down his Eyes, 

And ſees the Ocean at ſo great a Diſtance, 

It looks as if the Skies were ſunk beneath him ; 

If then ſome neighbouring Shrub, how weak ſoever, 

Peep up, his willing Eyes ſtop gladly there, 

And ſeem to eaſe themſelves, and reſt upon it 
DzypEn's Rival Ladies. 


As onecondemn'd to leap a Precipice, . 
Who ſees before his Eyes the Depth below, 
Stops ſhort, and looks about. for ſome kind Shyub 
To break his dreadful Fall. Da YTD EN) Spenife Friar. 


We ſeem to lean over ſome hanging Cliff, 
O'erlooking all the Wrecks that float below: 
Should we ſtretch more beyond the Verge, we fall 


Infinite Fathoms down, and fink for ever. 
_ __» , Hoypxins's Pyrrhus. 


po 


Let us advance 'tow'rds the Cliff's dreadful Brow, 
From which the fearful Downfal of the Precipice, 
And the wild Horrors of the rocky Beach, 

Lie ſubject to our View. Dzxn1s's [phigenia. 


Behold with what laborious Taſk J 
To climb the craggy Steepnefs of the Ait; 1 
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While ſome at Diſtance, with unequal Pace, 
Purſuing, pant behind 'em. DENN1S's Rs - 


Beheld the Summit of yon ſhaggy Mountain, 
That bending its black Brow, with R 
Over the gloomy Deep, affrights great Nepteve; Ibid. 


| From the Brow 
Of a wild Precipice, immenſely horfible 
And painful to the Sight: The curdling Blood 
Chills in his Heart who treads the dangerous Cliff; 
For from the out-jettin Top, a dreadful Steep g 
Falls many a Mile dire he dizzy Eye | 
Akes with Contraction, and grows dim in yain _ 
To kearch the unſounded Bottom. 
Hint“ Fatal 2 


CLOUDS. See Morning. 
The low'ring Clouds that dip themſelves in Rain, 


To ſhake their Fleeces on the Earth 
| - - Davven's Fs jm . 


The gatherin Clouds like meeting Armies 
Come 4 ae Lee's Mithridatts. 


The Rack of Clouds is driving on the Wind, 
And ſhews a Break of Sun-ſhine: 


Darven' 5 ny of Guiſe 
nen 
cC oc k. 3% 22>Hbd P 
| I have heard 
The Cock that is the Trumpet to the Morn, 
Doth with his lofty and ſhrill ſounding Throat _ 
. ow” 


Awake the God of Day, 
Some ſay, that ever againſt that Seaſon comes, ; 
Whonls our Saviour's Birth 32 — 328. 
is Bird of dawning fin gat long. 
8 aas n 
E 3 


Lang was t 
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Behold thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Sewern's ſedgy Bank, 
. In fingle O tion, Hand to Hand, 
He did confound the beſt Part of an Hour, 
In changing Hardiment with great G/endower. 
Three times they ee and three times did they 
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— Agreement of ſwift Severn's Flood, 

then affrighted with their bloody Looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 

And hid his criſped Head in the hollow Bank, 

Stain d with the Blood of thoſe brave Combatants. 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. 


When at the Legion' Head the brave old King, 
And I, like Clouds with Thunder charg'd, 
Encountring ruſh'd together. 
e Tug of Fate, and mutual Wounds 
On — Side were receiv'd; at laſt my Stars 
Prevail'd, and Gondibert, o *erthrown by Fate, 
3 that Life he ſo deſerv'd to keep. | 

Hic co Generous Conguerer. 


COMET. 


When Des rs dye se are no Comets ſeen, 
The Heavens — blaze forth the Death of Princes. 
SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ceſar. 


Bid Meteors keep their Luſtre, | 
When all the ſhining Exhalation's ſpent, 
That fed their ſhort-liv'd Glory. Lez's ; Mithrjdates. 


4 


Lon bearded Comets ſtick kia 
Like Porcupi | 
2 "nook ſhoot  theis * Bure berg, 
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For like a blazing Meteor, hence he mot, 
And drew a ſweeping Train of Fire al 4 
DrypeR's Duke e f Guiſe. 


Fallen is that Comet which on high 
Portended Ruin, he has ſpent his Blaze, 
And ſhall diſtra& the World with Fears no more. 
RowE's Ti amerlant. 


COMFORT. 


Of Comfort no Man ſpeak; - 
Lets talk of Graves, and Worms and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with rainy Eyes, 
Write Sorrow. on the Boſom of the 
770 SHAKESPRAR's Richard II. 


And can'ſt chou miniſter to a Mind diſeaſed ; ale. 
Pluck from the Memory a rooted Sorrow; 
Raze out the written Trouble of the Brain; of 
And with ſome fweet oblivious Antidote 
2 Cleanſe the foul Bottom of that perfſous © Stuff f | 
Which weighs upon the Heart? 6 
p aas ; Macketh, 


I would bring Balm, and pour it in your Wound, 
Cure your dien pr d Mind, and heal your Fortunes. 
Darn All. for Love. 


Thy Words have darted Hope into my Soul, 
And Comfort dawns upon me. 
SOUTHERN"; Paints 


A Beam of Comfort, like the Moon thro Clouds, 
Gilds the black Horror, and directs my Way. N 


Derpan' s Love een 


I came | 
To ſooth the en Anguiſh of her Soul, 3 
E 4 __ To 


_—_ 
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/ To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 
| | RowEe's Fair Penitent. 


| Comfort, like the golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſullen Shade with her ſweet Influence, 


And cheers the melancholy Houſe of Care. 
RowWE'Y Fane Shore, 


Now whither ſhall I fly to find Relief? 
What charitable Hand will aid me now? 
Will tay my falling Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 
And heal my wounded Mind with balmy 5 


Who talks of Comfort to a Wretch like me, 
This is the Houſe of Sorrow, here it dwells, 
And multiplies a Race of anbleſt Children. 
SewEL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


Comfort = = "tis for Eaſe and Quiet 
It ſleeps upon the Down of ſweet Content, | 


In the ſound Bed of Induſtry and Health. 
 Havard's Regulus, 


COMMUNITY. 


* My Country, Sir, is not a ſingle Spot 
Of ſuch a Mould, or fixed to ſuch a Clime;, 
No, tis the ſocial Circle of my Friends, 
'The lov'd Community, in which I'm link'd 
And in whoſe Welfare all my Wiſhes center. | 
1904 MiIIL EA“ Mabomer. 


Thou haſt not thence a Right to lift thy Hand 
Againſt the whole Community, which forms 

Thy ever ſacred Country. That conſiſts | 
Not of cozval Citizens alone: 

It knows no Bounds, it has a Retroſpect 


To 
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e 
An $ 
28 Tuoursox 's Cerialans .. 


C Oo MYAs s GN 


; 11902 ha&K 


What Rage could hurt a Gentleneſs like thine, 
Whoſe tender Soul could weer 
. and at Bloſſoms fall. 
SHAKESPEAR'; . ie 


Nature ence male ſo ſoft a Mould, _ .. 2 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaf a 
Of ſome ſad Lover's Death, moiſtens my „% 
And robs me of my Manhood. l 

Darozx', 4 Wife. Love: 


= ® O thou art tender H!“ 115 3 
Gentle and kind, at ſimpathizing r * 
When a ſad Story has been told, 1. 25 ſeen 1 bot 
Thy little Breaſt, with ſoft Comp aſtion ſwell'd; © 
Shove A and down, = 1 like dyin Birds. 


3 l iS” + & 


When "ESR; or r che Gods is Mas 
Compaſſion to the Miſerable's due: | 
But when we ſuffer what we may prevent, _ 
At once wo forfeit Piry and Beef. noone £62: - 

>, »Hieoon's Greerons Conyateror".. 


A Flood of Tenderneſs comes o'er my Soul; 
I join my Grief to yoùr's, and mourn Up Nils a 
That burt t Your Petnez: and quench your Eyes Teak. 
| Row Fair Penitent. 


When moſt my Heart was Ii 9 | ; 
I withheld — Morſel from the Hun 

orgot the Widows Want and Orphans * 
If I have known a Good *r not er „ 
e d n rtion with me, 
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Let my reproachful Enemies ſtand forth, and now 
* wand Suecour which I gave not then, 

| Rowz*s Fane Shore. 


How ftw like thee, -enquire the erh out, 
And court the Offices of fo Humanity 
Like thee, reſerve their Rayment for A Naked, 
Reach out their Bread do feed the crying Orphan, 


ho: mix the > pitying Tears with thoſe clin warp 7 , 


— 


Let them be cruel who delight in Miſchief __ 
I'm of a ſofter Mold: Poor Phedra's Sorrows © 


Pierce thro' by $a Heart, and wound my Soul. 
SMITH" s Phadra and Hippolitus. 


"Sack Nature form d me of her ſofteſt Mould, 
Enfeebl'd all my Soul with tender Paſſions, 
And funk me even below my own weak Sex: 
. 40 and un by Turns oppreſs my Heart. 
\ © , ADD180N's Cate, | 


1. 
What i is Compaſſion, when tis void of Love? 
To one who aſks the warm Returns of Love, 


nn 'tis Scorn, 'tis Death, * * 


* A generous Warmth 8 the Hero's Soul 
And foft Compaſſion flows where Courage dwells. 


\ Cn. Jounson's Medæa. 


® *Tis gen'rous ev'n to feel foreign Woe, 


| 1 e e n to others. 
* Havazd's Srandrbey. 


CONCEALMENT. 


A murd'rous Guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon, 
, — — hid. 


err A * 
BA A renn Wig . 


ke Excl12n'STAGE. 83 


| She ne'er told her Love, 

But let Concealment like a Worm i'th' Bud, 
Prey on her Damaſk Cheek: She pined in Thought, 
And ſat like La on a Monument. | 
Smiling at Grief, | _ | SHAKESPBAR's Henry VI. 


I find ſhe loves him much, becauſe the hides it. 
Love teaches Cunning even to Innocence: 
And where he gets Poſſeſſion, his firſt Work 

Is to dig deep within a Heart, and there 

Lie hid, and like a Miſer in the Dark, ; 

To feaſt alone. Darpzx' 5 Tempeſt 


I wore my Flames conceal'd ; 
And filent as the Lamps that burn in Tombs, 
Sigh'd only to myſelf, and to the Winds; _ 
Gaz'd on your Beauties with the diſtant Crowd: 
Yourſelf at laſt perceiv'd my drooping Care, 
And fore'd the en Secret from my Breaſt. 
TaTE's Loyal General. 


| I love like thee, and yet conceal my Flame, 
Which burns the more, the more it is ſu 'd. 


Hicecon's cas it ver Or. 
CONCEIT. _ 

Conceit in weakeſt Bodies ſtrongeſt works hy! 

SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet, . 


I know not how Conceit may rob 
The Treaſure of Life, when Life itſelf 
Yields to the Theft, SnAK ESTA King Lear. L 


Dangerous Conceits are in their Nature Poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte, 
But with a little Act upon the Blood, 
Burn like the Mines of L 
— SHAKGESFBAR'« ; Othelbo, 
CON 


— nme 


9 


84 The BravrTries of 


CONFLICT. 


Whither wander my bold Thoughts 
Broke looſe from Reaſon, how di they run mad, 
And now they are come Home all arm d 
And pierce my bleeding Heart ; 

I beg the Gods to diſappoint my, Crime, 

Yet almoſt wiſh em deaf mg Deſire. 

I long, nt; repent, and long again, 

And r differs from t laſt. | 
| Younc's Bufiris. 


| * But let me think 
Ere yet my fliding Feet forego the Shore, 
That quitted once can never be recover'd, 
In what a boundleſs Ocean am I plunging 


— 


With only one uncertain Light to guide me 


If that ſhould fail I fink o'erwhelm'd for ever. 
But ſhould the grateful E/merick ſtretch forth 

His ſaving Hand, and ſnatch me from the Billows, 
Love will return a thouſand folid Joys 

For every tranſient Pain —But O the Hazard 

A Woman and a Queen to offer Love, 

And hear herſelf refus'd !——'Tis Miſery, | 
Tis everlaſting Shame ! Tis Death and Hell 


1 will not think ſo poorly of my Fate 


Myſelf or El/merick—— My preſent Lot 

Is cheerleſs and forlorn——Impetuous Gufts 
Of ftormy Paſſions drive me thro' the Gloom 
Unſteady and uncertain. All before me 

Is the profound, unfathomable Deep ; 

And all behind a dark and boundleſs Waſte.— 


LiiLlo's Elmerick, 
| * His Mind appear'd. | 
A mighty Ocean ſtirr'd by fi ting Winds 
His Pace uncertain, Fury in his Aſpect, 


His Boſom heaving with convulſive Thoughts, 


with Stings, 


By 


the EX OI ISH STaAGs, BF 


By Turns he caſt his Eyes ſevere to Heaven; 

By Turns he bent them gloomy on the Ground : 
A "Pauſe of Silence where dumb Horror — — 
More wild and more expreſſive to the Sight, 
Than on the Ear the Storm of Words can your, 


_MaiieT's Mytapha. 


In Change of Place there is no Change of Pain.“ 
1 Paſſions u — Þ each its Claim | 


Tear u inteſtine War. 

Shall r 'd ? Shall I dip 

My Hands in 14 Blood? O fatal S 

O 9 Conflict. Bio. 
* Off, off vain Cumbranceye conflifting 51 


Leave me to Heav'n. O Peace —it will not be- 

Juſt when I roſe above Mortality 

To pour her wondrous Weight of Charms upon me ! 

At ſuch a Time it was, it was too much! 

To pluck the mp Pinion of my Soul, 

While Eagle- e held her Flight to H 

O'er Pain and ch wen; Help, Ye Ta 
lic Miniſters deſcend, 

Aud life me to myſelf ; hold, bind my Heart 
Firm and unſhaken, in the approaching Ruin, —.— 
The Wreck of Earth- born Frailty. 94 

| Bxook®'s GHH al” 


CONJURATTON,” 


I tu Ga of Tore: 
There I can force th Gods to ben 
Their horrid Forms. | 3 
Each _— Ghoſt ſhall riſe, g 
And leave griefly King without a Wikker. 
| a hes and LEE's Oedipus. 
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CONQUEST. 


Then Crimſon Conqueſt claſp'd me in her Arms, 
And laurelF'd Triumphe welcom'd my Return. 
5 SOUTHERN's Loyal Brother. 


| I claim by Right 
Of Conqueſt ; for when Kings make War, 
No Law betwixt two Sov'reigns can decide, 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the Judge, 
Soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the Field.” 
| Dx vyDen's Love Triumphant. 


- Conqueſt is not given by Chance, 
But bound by fatal and s Merit, - 
Waits on his Arms. Row Tamerlane. 


It is too much, you dreſs me 
Like an Uſurper in the borrow'd Attribute 
Of injur'd Heaven: Can we call Conqueſt ours? 
Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride, 
Vaunt of himſelf, a ſay, Thus have 1 done this ? 
O vain Pretence to Greatneſs ! Like the Moon, 
We borrow all the Brightneſs which we boaſt ; 
- Dark in ourſelves and uſeleſs : If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles, ſtrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Ho- 


nmour, 
Twere moſt 9 rate ful to diſown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a Pride that is not ours. Ibid. 


CONSCIENCE. 


Conſcience i is a Word that Cowards uſe, 12 


Devis'd at firſt to keep the Strong in Awe. 
SHAKESPEAR':s Richard III. 


Severe Decrees may ys our Tongues in Awe, 


* to our Thoughts what Edict can give Law ? 
Even 


* 


Even you yourſelf, to your own Breaſt ſhall tell 
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— 


Your Crimes, and your own Conſcience'be your Hell: 


What Buſineis has my Conſcience with a Crown, 
She ſinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown ; 


If Mirth ſhould fail, III buſy her with Cares, 


Silence her clam'rous Voice with louder Wars, 


Trumpets and Drums ſhall”: fright her from the 


As ſounding Cymbals aid the * — 5 
Repell'd by thoſe, more cager ſhe will grow, 
Spring back more ſtrongly like a Scythian Bow: 
Amid your Train this unſeen Judge will wait, 
Examine how you came by all your State; 
Upbraid your * N Pomp, and in your Ear 
Will hollow Rebel, Traitor, Murderer. 


4 


Your ill-got Power, wan Looks and Care ſhall bring, 


Known but by Diſcontent to be a King; 
Of Crowds afraid, yet anxious when alone, 
You'll fit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 


Darpzu Aurengzebe.. 
I wou'd.. be drunk with Death and fteaming 


Slaughter | 


o 


Were all well here, what Force, what Roman 
What General marching at the. Head of Millions, 


Lu Mithr idates. 


| 


Could daunt the bold, the forward Mzthridates ? 
But here, Pharnaces, in my guilty Boſom, 0 


The fatal Enemy undermines me quite; 4 
Black Legions are my Thoughts : Not Pompey, but 
Zipbares comes with all his Wrongs, and Arms, 

Like the Lieutenant of the Gods againſt me. | 

Semandra too, like bleeding Vi : 


4 9 


Stands on his Side, and cries out, Kill, kill, kill, 
* * That 


- 


| 


4 


1 
| 
l 
| 
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That curſed Parricide, that Raviſher. 
Oh Heaven | ſoſtain me, or I ſhall grow mad 
Les” s Mithridatts, 


Þ tell thee, Boy, Remorſe and upſtart Fear 
Oppreſs me even in Spight of all my Knowledge; 
Tho' none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſoph | 
Have made a deeper Search in Nature's Womb | 


Than I; (the Midnight Moon has ſeen my Watch- 


„„ rg es | 

Like me; nor better know her Sparks of Light. 

Thoſe Gems that ſhine in the blue Ring of Heaven : 

None knows more Reaſon for or gainſt yond' firſt 

Bright Cauſe, can talk of Accidents, above me. 

Yet there” — a Thorn, call'd Conſcience, makes its 
a 

Thro' all — a of — fortified. 

With Reaſons, that this Ill ſeems Good to me, 

And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul. 7314. 


Oh Power of Guilt! How! Gonfdledvs: can up- 


4s braid ! 
It forces het not only to revell, 
But to repeat what ſhe would moſt 4 


Da rox) s Conqueſt of — 


Oh RI of 8 even in withed Man, 


It works, it ſtings, it will not let him atter 


One Syllable, one, net to clear himſelf 
From the moft baſe, deteſted, horrid ne 
T hat e er could ſtain a Villain” n Ler- ode, 


How mal 1 . the Sling of own Con- 
e 2 1 


Which will for ever r me with Nd es 


Haynt me by Day, and torture me by Night} © - 
6 es Caſting 


e 2 _ 


jg *'W. Pas. 3 yy * 


E 
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Caſting my blotted Honour in the Way? 
Where er my melancholy Thoughts ſhall a Fn 
Lees Lucius Funius Brutus. 


Lead ＋ 1 my own Thoughts themſelves may 
oſe me; | 
Where I may doze out what I've left of Life, 
Forget myſelf, and this Day's Guilt: 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I pers thee ! 
| OTwar's Venice eee 


Oh! what's this that rends my Heart, 
That rides my Days, and clouds my Nights ich 
Horror! 
Is it not Conſcience; which ſometimes a 
Like a She. wolf, and drags me on the Floor ? 
Then in a Lion's Form it comes, 
And grins, and roars, jult gaping to devour g 


LEE 4 Maſſacre 4 Paris. 7 
. ; and as the Cyber, © 1 
With claſhin Shields, and brayi Trans 
— | * 25 
The Cries of Infant Joe, I'll ſtifle Conſcience, | 
And Nature s Murmurs, in the Din of Arms. 
Sulickh' Phedra and Hipgelitas. 


We cheat the World x 
With florid Outſide, till we meet Surprize ; Ar 
Then, Conſcience working inward like a Mole, 2 
Crumbles the Surface, and 
From which our Actions ſpring. - 
FenToN's Mariamae. 


* Conſcience, that in the Day of Fortune's Favour | 
Securely ſlept, now rouſes into ſtrong 
And dread Conviction of her Crime. I broke 


The ſacred Oath ſworn to a dying Father 


To free my Country from her Chains. My So - 
Shakes as I roll this Thought. O — 


Awfully 


reveals the Dirt EA) 


- 
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Awfully juſt, tho' Guilt may ſhut her Eye, 
Thine ever wakes to mark, to trace, to puniſh ! 
TIT Eurydice, 


In vain, O Jove, you plac'd in human Breaſts 
Conſcience, your great Vicegerent here below; 
To warn us from the firſt Approach of Guilt : 
Thou Tempter Gold ! who can reſiſt thy Charms? 
Ambition bears down all with mighty Sway, | 
Inſatiate Avarice takes up ev'ry Thought; 
Each Paſſion throws a Veil before our Eyes, 
That tear, as the envenom'd Adders Young, 
The unhappy Boſom where ſuch Vipers breed. 

| Tracy's Periander, 


| * O Juſtice ! Juſtice ! 
In vain are Glory, Worſhip, and Dominion ! 
All Conqueror as I am, I am a Slave, 
And by the World ador'd, dwell with the Damn'd. 
My Crimes have planted Scorpions in my Breaſt. — 
There is Remorſe ! is Conſcience then! O Furies! 
Here, here I feel ye. Tis in vain to brave 
The Hoſt of Terrors that invade my Soul; 
I might deceive the World, myſelf I canngt. 
925 | MILLER“ Mabomet. 


* Is Death more cruel from a private Dagger 
Than in my N from murdering Swords of thou- 
1 4 | | 
Or does the Number ain make Slaughter glorious ? 
Why then is Conſcience more reſtrain'd in me, 
Than in a crown'd Ambition? Conſcience there can 


by Ry &,. bi ef id thu & os 


Secure by Cuſtom and Impunity : my 
Shall Cuftom then excuſe the Crimes of Power, 

And ſhall the brave be baffled by a Shadow ? 

Let fickly Conſcience ſhake the vulgar Soul, = ff 
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That Brute like plods the beaten Paths of Life 
Without Refle&ion on its Slavery. 


CIS SER“ King Jobs, 


In vain affected Raptures fluſh the Cheek, 

and Songs of Pleaſure warble from the Tongue, 

When Fear and Anguiſh labour in the Breaſt, 

And all within is Darkneſs and Confuſion. 

Thus on deceitfal Ai flow'ry Side | 

Unfading Verdure glads the roving 

While ſecret Flames, with — R: Rage 

Inſatiate on her waſted Entrails prey, 

And melt aye! treach' rous Beauties into Ruins. 
| 8. net 5 a—_ 


That this ba {Oka own his cane 
Inſult thy facoed Power, and glory in it. | 
7 Fr ancis's Eugenia. | 


* css. what art "EY thou tremendous. 
ower | * 
Who doſt inhabit us without our Lee:; 
And art within ourſelves, another Self... 
A Maſter Self, that loves to domineer, " "ne? 
And treat the Monarch frankly as the Slave. 
How doſt thou light a Torch to diſtant Deeds? 
Make the Paſt, Preſent, and the Future frown * 
How, ever abd anon, awake the Soul, 5 
As with a Peal of Thunder, to ſtrange . 
In this long reſtleſs Dream, Which 13606 hug. 
Nay, was | anden the Name of Life? 
17  Youne' 5 Brothers... 
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Like a Phantaſma or a hideous Dream, 
The Genius and the mortal Inftruments, 
Are then in Council, and the State of Man 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then 
The N ature of an Inſurrection. 
SHAKESPEAR's Julie Cæſar. 


Oh Conſpiracy 48 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dangerous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moſt free? O then by Day, 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough 
To maſk thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek for none ; 
Hide it in Smiles and Afﬀabulity : | | 
For if thou . put thy native Semblance on, 
Not Erebus it al were dark enough 
To hide thee from Prevention. 


Oh, the curs'd Fate of all Cater 1 2 
They move on many Springs; if one but fail, 
The reſtive Machine ſtops. PRT DEN Don Sebaſtian. 


.CONSTANC Y.. S InconsTancy- 


O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my Side, 

Set a huge Mountain tween my Heart and! Tongue, 

I have a Man's Mind, but a Woman s Might. 
SHaxs SPEAR's Julius Ceſar. 


Bid. 


1 4 


I could be well moved if I were as you, 
If I could pray to move, Prayers would move me; 
But I am conſtant as the Northern Tt. p 
Let the a little ew it. bid. 


N 

R 

There's no ſock Thing as Conſtancy we call, | U 

Faith tyes not Hearts, tis Inclination all; D 

Some Wit deform'd, or 2 mc ch decay d, 

Firſt Conſtancy in Love's Vir 

From F riendſhip th y the Land- — wal remove, 

TY l i onthe Bonds ef 1e, v 
© Dxayven r Conqueſt of Grande: 


* * | Fair '3, 


Defies the Charms of Majeſty and Power. 
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—— 


Fair tho' you are h 

As Summer - Mornings, and your Eyes more bright . 
Than Stars, that twinkle in a Winter's Night; 
Tho' you have Eloquence to warm and more 
Cold Age, and praying Hermits into Love; 100 — 
Tho Alma hide with Scorn reward my Car 
Yet, than to change, 'tis nobler to deſpair. "Bid." wes 

to him ſome Angel what I'm doing, 
By N af Soul, let him too tremble 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous t! 
Whoſe Spirit 75 28 with an 5 8 
Of ling' ring Fate, with Trium us. Fo, , — f 
Thus in the . Chariot es * 
To mount . dare as never 1 

nad LI Ta. 


cee as n to the Brave in Battle; 

Conſtant as Mart) rs burning for their Gods. 1% 
1 20: I. 

Be conſtant, Brllamira, to'thy Von 0.1 v 3s 7 
So ſhall we ſhine as in the inmaſk Heaven. 
The fix'd and conſtant Stars, meh ſulent Glory. yak 
Where never Storms nor Li 7 flaſh, nor Stroke 
Of Thunder comes : But i you fa Fail in aught, | 
Then ſhall we fall, like the curs 3, down, 


Never to nin again. Les” s far Borgia. 1 


; WOE 

Not rootediOatsj the Force-of raging Winds, 

Nor Nature's Bars, on their ſtrong Basis f), 
Repel the Fury of inſulting Waves 

With greater Firmneſs, than reſolv'd Armida _ 


Hon Generous Computer, | 5 


_ When 1 am r forlake me all that's tru. © rue. wo , 
at ! * 1 of E 82 , E bl 1 — + 
LOU Ye! % 28 Chas E. nod Like 


5 4 
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Like common Dole, by Scraps, to every E 
That hungers after Luſt Shall I do this:? 0 
No, my frank Soul gives largely all at once, 
Nothing by Halves: True Love has no Reſerve. 
Yes, my Chry/ci:, I am only thine, 
Only and all : The Soul thar's ſnatch'd by Death 
Returns no more, nor will her Eyes give back 
The Heart ſhe keeps in her eternal Chain, 

» | Lanspown's Heroick Love, 


When yet a Virgin free and undiſpos'd, 
I lov'd, — ſaw len only with my fyes ; 
I could not reach the Beauties of your Soul: 

I 4 liv'd fince in rage pena | PR 
And long Experience our growin ; 
What — was Paſſion 1 ar tains þ 8 

Thro' all the ſeveral Changes of your Life 
Confirm'd and ſettled in adoring you. 
| HaYnes's Fatal Miflake. 


| Peruſe the Proſpect of thy growing Hopes, | 
Repeat thy Looks, thy Wiſhes, and thy Vows, 
For conſtant Kindneſs is the ſureſt Charm, . 
And Danger dares not ſtir, when Love is warm. 
0112 294 0 SEWELL's Sir Haller Raleigh, 


Be proud no more: But dare be honeſt. 
Far from preſuming to reproach my Tears, 
Honour my Conftancy ; and praiſe my Yertue. 
Ceaſe to regret the Due I pay the Dead:. 
And merit, if you can, a Heart thus faithfull. 
2 HII“ Alxira. 

* Canſt thou thy Tancred deem fo dully form d, 
Of ſuch groſs Clay, juſt as I reach the Point 
A Point my wildeſt "rack could never image— 
In that great Moment, full of every Virtue, - 
That I ſhould then ſo mean a Traitor prove, 
To the beſt Bliſs and Honour of Mankind, 


r CONE PR NELS. 
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So much dif; the human Heart, as then 

For the dead Form of Flattery and. Pomp, 

The faithleſs Joys of Courts, to quit kind Truth, 

The cordial Sweets of Friendſhip and of Love 

The Life of Life ! my all, my S:gi/munda 
44 THomMPsON's f As and drin. 


* Hear firſt that Athehwold's ſad Widow ſwears _ 

To rear a hallow'd Convent o'er the Place ; 

Where ſtream'd on Blood, there will ſhe weep thro' 
9 

Immur'd with this chaſte Throng of Virgins, there 

Each Day ſhall fix Times hear her full-voic'd Choir 

Chaunt the flow Requiem to her martyr'd Lord? 

There too when Midnight lours with awful 1 55 

She'll riſe obſervant of the ſtated Call 

Of waking Grief, bear the dim livid Taper 

Along the winding Iſles, and at the Altar 

Kiſs ev'ry pale Shrine with her trembling Lips, 

Preſs the cold Stone with her bent Knee, and cal 

On ſainted Mthe RN 

Hear next, that alas ſad Widow ſwears 

Never to violate the holy Vow © ö 

She to his Truth firſt plighted ; ſwears to way 

The ſober Singleneſs o Widowhood 

To her ny = I er this _ Reſolvue 

She ev'n in ought ſho erve, — 4 

Or flatt'ring Greatneſs e'er ſhould 2 Win 

To ſtray beyond this Purpoſe, may that Heay' 2 

Which hears this Vow, puniſh its Violation 

As heav'nly Juſtice: ot. gon T NY 's Bſfrida. . 
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CONSTERNATION. 


See ASTOXISHMENT. 


Never was known a Noiſe of ſuch DiftraQion ! 
Noiſe ſo confus'd and dreadful : . Juſtling Crowds 
'That run, and know. not whither : Tarches gliding, 


Like Meteors, by each other in the Streets, 
Dzyvpen's Spaniſb Fryar. 


Wherefore ſtare you thus with haggard Eyes ? 

Why are your Arms a-crols ? 
Your heavy and deſponding Heads hung down ? 
ou — vr mor e than ſpeak in theſe ſad Signs ? 
© CoNGREYE's Moarning Bride. 


© Why are N thus fix d? What means this 


Thou look'ſ a very Statue of Surprize 
As if a Ligh Blaſt had dry'd thee up, 
And had not left thee Moiſture for a Tear. 
* MarTyn's T;moleon, 


©, 


conTrupLation. 


* Th wok ena, 
muſing Meditation moſt affectis | 


The peat Secrecy of deſert Cell, 
the chearful Haunt of Men and Herds, 


yer fits as ſafe. as in the Senate-Houſe : 


For who would rob a Hermit of his Weeds, "y * 
His few Books, or his Beads or Maple Diſh | F 
Or do his grey Hairs any Violence ? 


MiLToN's Comus. 


„Nor ſunk in Sloth, nor hating — W 
Put to their Service dedicated more, 
The Book of Nature open to my View 
With Care I would explore the wond'rous er 
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There read the Dictates of th' Almighty Mind, 
By his own Hand expreſt, in CharaQers 
Thro' the whole fair Creation legible 

In ev'ry Tongue and Land. - - - A folemn Inſtituts 
Of Laws _ whoſe unalter'd Page 
No Time cap change, no Copier can corrup 

Science and Vertue my ſole — 

I'll leave this biaſs'd, buſy World to turn 

On its two ſtated Poles of Fraud and Folly. 


BxLLIAS' Injured Innocence. 


Laſt Night, when with a Draught from that cool 
ountain 
I had my wholefome ſober Supper erown'd; 
As is my ſtated Cuſtom, forth I walk'd 
Beneath the folemn Gloom ay ttering Sky 


To feed my Soul with Prayes an Mediaion 
And thus to inward Harmony 


That ſweeteſt / Muſick of the Wan 
Whoſe each Emotion is a ſilent Hymn, 
to my Couch retir'd. —— Mazzr lfd. 


C ON TENA. | 
Poor and content is rich, and rich enough, | / 
But Riches endleſs is as poor as Winter, | 
To him that evet fears he ſhall be poor. 
SHAKESPEAR's Othe/le. - 


We to ourſelves may all our Wiſhes grant; 
For, 1 coveting, we nothing want 2 
Da row Ianlan Emperor. 


They cannot want who wiſh not to have more 
Who ever ſaid an. Anchoret was poor ? | 
3 Secret Love. 


Since all ven Seh Rilt make their own Wh: 


Vor. I. F Rel 
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Reſt we contented with our preſent State; 
"Tis anxious to enquire of future Fate. 
DavoEx' King Arthur, 


Mere it not better in ſome diſtant Clime 
To live, and love, and peaceably poſſeſs 
The ſmall Remainder of our Lives to come? 
What tho' we quit all glitt'ring Pomp and Greatneſs, 
The buſy noiſy Flattery of Courts, 
We ſhall enjoy Content : In that alone 
Is Greatneſs, Power, Wealth, Honour, all ſumm'd up. 
— PoweL's King of Naples. 


CONTINENCE, A noble Inflance of. 


* What with Admiration 
Struck every Heart was this. 
Conſpicuous far o'er all the captive Dames, 
Was mark'd 8 + Prize. She wept, and 

uſh'd, , 

V freſh and blooming like the Morn. An Eye 
As A the blue Sky trembles through a Cloud 
Of 


Of pureſt White, A ſecret Charm combined 

Her Features and infus'd Enchantment through them, 
Her Shape was Harmony —But Eloquence 

Beneath her Beauty fails ; which ſecm'd on Purpoſe, 
By Nature laviſh'd on her, that Mankind 5 
Might ſee the Virtue of a Hero try'd 

Almoſt beyond the Stretch of human Force. 

Soft as ſhe paſs'd along, with downcaſt Eyes, 
Where gentle Sorrow fell d. and now and then 
Dropt o'er her modeſt Cheek a trickling Tear. 
The Roman Legions languiſh'd, and hard War 

Felt more than Pity. Ev'n their Chief himſelf _ 
As on his high Tribunal rais'd he fat, 
Turn'd from the dangerous Sight, and chiding aſk d 


+ Scipio. 


A noble Virgin 


oF *) 1 * 1 "MM Hh 


His 
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His Officers, if by this Gift they meant 

To cloud his Virtue in its very Dawn. 

She, queſtion'd of her Birth, in endl Accents, 
With Tears and Bluſhes broken, told her Tale. 

But when he found her royally deſcended, 

Of her old Captive Parents the ſole Joy; 

And that a hapleſs Celtiberian Prince 

Her Lover and belov'd, forgot his Chains, 

His loſt Dominions, and for her alone 

Wept out his tender Soul ; ſudden the Heart 

Of this young, conquering, loving, God-like Reman 


Felt all the — Divinity of Virtue. / 
0 


His wiſhing Vouth ſtood check' d, his tempting Power 

Reſtrain'd by kind Humanity. — once 

He for her Parents and her Lover call'd. 

The various Scene imagine: How his 

Look'd dubious on, and wonder'd what he meant; 

While ftretch'd below the trembling Suppliants bh 

Rack'd by a thouſand mingling Paltions Fer 

Hope, Jealouſy, Diſdain, Submiſſion, Grief, | 

Anxiety and Love in every Shape. 

To theſe as different Sentiments ſucceeded, 

As mixt Emotions, when the Man divine 

Thus the dread Silence to the Lover broke. 

« We both are young, both charm'd. The Right of 
| cs ar 

“Has put thy beauteous Miſtreſs in my Power; 

„With whom I could in the moſt ſacred Tie“ 

« Live out a happy Life: But know that N 


1 
: 


„ Their Hearts, as well as Enemies can con * _ 


Then take her to thy Soul; and with her th - 
„Thy Liberty and Kingdom. In Return © 
„Jack but this. When you behold theſe Eyes 
4 Theſe Charms, with Tranſport; be a read: to 

2 Rome.”  - THOMPSON'S A 


* 
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| COURAGE. 


I dare do all that may become a Man, 
He who dares more is none ul 
 SHAKESPBAR's Macbeth. 
He dares müch; 
And to that dauntleis Temper of his Mind, 
He has a Wiſdom that ftill guides his Valour 
To act in Safety. | | 
What Man dare, I dare. 
Approach thou like the rugged Raffan Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or —— — 
Take any Sbape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. - hid. 


Did Mountains of black Horror me ſurround, 
I'd ſeale them all. : 
When Fortune, Honour, Life, and all's in Doubt, 
Bravely to dare, is bravely to get out. | 
. | SvEKLiRG's laura. 
A wiſe well · temper d Valour, 
For ſuch is his: Thoſe Giants, Death and 
1 Are but his Miniſters, and ſerve a Maſter 


More to be fear'd than they; and the blind Goddeſ⸗ 
Is led among the Captives in his Triumph: ; 
Yet Fortune, Valour, all is oyer-borne 

37 By Numbers, as the long-reſiſting Banks 


By the impetuous Torrent. Denuan's Sepby. 
The greateſt Proof of Courage we can give, 
Is then to die when we have Power to —_ 
ö Darozs' Indian Emperor. 
All deſp'rate Hazards Courage do create, 
As he plays frankly who has leaſt Eſtate: 


Preſence 
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Preſence of Mind; and Courage in Diſtreſs, 
Are more than, Armies to procure Succeſs. 
Dzvpen's Aureng xebe. 


But when true Courage is of Force bereft, 
Patience the only Fortitude is left. 
| Drxvypen's Conqueſt of Granada, 


Make thy Demands to thoſe that own thy Power 
Know I am ftill beyond thee: And tho' Fortune 
Has ftript me of this Train, this Pomp of Greatuels, 
This Qutfide of a King, yet ſtill my Soul 
Fix'd nigh, and of herſelf alone dependent, 
Is ever free and royal l and even now b 
As at the Head of Battle, does defy thee.! 
I know what Power the Chance of War has giventhee, 
And-dare-thee to the. Uſe on't. Rows's Tamerlane, 


A noble. Freedom | 
Dwells with theBrave,unkoown to-fawaingSycophants, 
And claims a;Paivilegs. of being believ'd.. Bis 
ia, 


, 
Immoderate Valons wells into a Faule: | 
And Fear, admitted into publick Councils, | | | 
Betrays Jike Treaſon. App150Nn't Cuts. 


That whilſt B- treads the Pins Field, | 
The foremoſt Spirit of his Hoſt d conquer, 
But by Example, and beneath the Shade 
Of this high, brandiſh'd Arm, didſt thou fear, 
Sure tis an, AQ I,know-not how to fear. 
'Tis one of the few, Things beyond my Power: 
And if Death muſt, be feax d before tis felt, 
Thy Maſter is immortal. Vounc Bufiris. 


True Courage, is not where fermenting Spiri its 
Mount in a troubled and unruly —— | 
+ ths The 
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The Soul's its ropes Seat, and Reaſon there 
Freſiding, guides its cool or warmer Motions. 
FrowDE's Fall of Saguntum. 


* Courage is poorly hous'd that dwells in Number : 
The Lion never counts the Herd about him, © 
Nor weighs how many Flocks he has to ſcatter. 


Hill's Henry V. 


* True Courage but from Oppoſition grows ; 
And what are fifty, what a thouſand Slaves 
Match'd to the Sinew of a fingle Arm 
That ftrikes for Liberty. Bzookts's Guflavus Vaſa. 


* True Valour— | 
Lies in the Mind, the never-yielding Purpoſe, 
Nor owns the blind Award of giddy Fortune. 
THOMP8ON's Coriolanus, 


| ®* True Courage ſcorns 
To vent her Proweſs in a Storm of Words: 
And to the Valiant, Actions ſpeak alone. +4 
| The Regict 

This is true Courage, not the brutal Force 
Of vulgar Heroes, but the firm Reſolve 
Of Virtue and of Reaſon. He who thinks 
Without their Aid to ſhine in Deeds of Arms, 
Builds on a ſandy Baſis his Renown ; - 
A Dream, a Vapour, or an Ague-Fit 
May make a Coward of him 

© Wr1TEHEAD's Roman Father. 


* Courage, on the Heights and Steeps of Fate, 
Dares ſnatch her glorious Purpoſe from the Edge 
Ot Peril: And while fick'ning Caution ſhrinks 
> Or Self- betray'd, falls headlong down the Steep ; 
Calm Reſolution, unappal'd, can walx 
The giddy Bank, ſecure, — Joby. 


_— 
* 
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5 * Th Intent and not the Deed 
Is in our Power: And therefore who dares greatly, 
Does greatly, —— Did. 


COURT ad COURTIER. 


'- + - _ Courtiers are © 7 
High Cowards in Revenge amongſt themſelves, 
And only valiant when they miſchieve others: 
Stars that would have no Names - 

But for the Ills they threaten in Conjunction: 
A Race of ſhallow and unthinking Pilots, 
Who oft miſguide the Ship even in a Calm, 


And in great Storms ſerve but as Weights to fink it. 2 


| SUCKLING's Brennoralt. 
The Court's a golden, but a fatal Circle, 
Upon whoſe magick Skirts, a thouſand Devils 


In chryſtal Forms fit, tempting Innocence, 
And beckon early Virtue from its Centre. Lzz's Nero. 


I have no Buſineſs there ; : 
I have not flaviſh Temp'rance enough 
T' attend a Fav'rite's Heels, and watch hie Smiles, 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, | 
And thank the Lord that wrong'd me, for his Favour. 
* OTwar's Orphan. 


Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh, - 
Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 
Make Shew. Why ho d I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
| To ſee a gaudy Coxcomb ſhine, when I 

Have Senſe mongy to ſooth him in his Follies,” 

And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe, Bid. 


What Man of Senſe would rack his gen rous Mind, | 


To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Bus'neſs ? Force a 

When he's a very Libertine in's 
is E 4 


PEN 
Seem 


- 
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2 not «aug this or cha Man in publick, 
When privately, -perha ey meet together, 

And lay the Scene of ſome brave Fellow's Rein ? 
Such Things are done in Courts, OTwar's Orphan: 


Bertram has been taught the Arts of Courts; 
To gild a Face with Smiles, and leer a Man to Ruin. 


Dzxypen's Spaniſo Friar. 


Virtue-muſt be thrown off, tis a coarſe Garment, 
Too heavy for the Sunſhine of a Court. Ibid. 


But Courtiers are to be accounted good, 
When they are not the laſt and worſt of Men. 7bid. 


> Be ſtill, and learn the ſmoothing Arts of Courts ; 
Adore his Fortunes, mix with flattering Crowds, 
And when they praiſe him moſt, be you the loudeſt. 
Daran“ Don W 


Of all Court-Service leam dhe common Lot, 
day 'tis done, To-morrow tis forgot. Ubid. 


Tha Court is full of Eyes, 

Eagles ſharp, fatal as Bafiliſcs, | 
Who live on bag) To who ſee: to Death 
Dax pax Les Triumpbant. 


8 * 
Learn to diſſemble Wrongs, to ſmnile at Injuries, 
And ſuffer. Crimes thou want 'ſt tue Power to puniſh: 
Be eaſy, aſſable, familiar, friendly; 

Search, and know all Mankind's inyfterious Ways; 

But trust the Secret of thy Soul to none 

This 1 is the Wa 5 | 

This only, to e ſafe i in ſuch a World as this is. 
Rows 4 LDA. 


Mould you be happy; leave this fatal Place; a 
Fly from the Court's: pernicivus-Neighbourhood,” 


' 1 
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Where Innocence is ſhunn 4, and bluſkin Modeſty 
Is made the Scorner's. Jelt.; where Ha | 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſks of * 
And draw eluded Fools with Shews of Plecfure. 
Rowsz's Jane Shore. 


I am no Courtier, no fawnin Dog of State, 
To lick and kifs the Hand that buffets me. 
Nor can I ſmile upon my Gueſt, and praiſe 
His Stomach, when I know he feeds on Poiſon, 


And Death diſguis'd ſits grinning at my Table. 
SewELL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


Oh how I hate this Tribe of — 2 
There is ſome Flavour in a Woman's 

And Nature bids us meet it with a Gaſt, ; 

But theſe new Kiſſes 

Make Perjury conclude where Luſt begins. | Bid, 


All his gaudy Courtiers baſking round him 
Like poiſonous Vermin in a Dog-day. Sun. 
| Young's Dil. 


* Why did miſtaking Fortune: place. me here, 
Amidſt he artful; — that on Courts: 5 
Where Men hexe each Smile 
ls big with Ruin — and wy ns ans 2 Oe ou 
Is ſure to meet Deftraftion—— Mazsn's; Aa. 


« Bred in Camps, | 

Train'd in the gallant Openneſs of Truth 
That beſt becomes a Soldier; thou, my 1 
Art hap ppily a Stranger to the Baſeneſs 
The Infamy of r the a. 
1 r . is — fata a} 

& that, plows-it, t ourt, 
Io Inrocence and Worth, Maus 27 2 


5 5 * Unhappy” 


- : 
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* Unhappy Lot of all that ſhine in Courts; 
For forc'd Compliance, or for zealous Virtue, 


Still odious to the Monarch, or the People. 
S. Jouns0N's rene, 


Do Laws and Kings then call Injuſtice Vengeance! 
Shame on the Great! Why long'd my Eyes for Courts? 
— Haughty of Heart, why have they Souls thus abject? 
You threaten, praiſe, fright, flatter, and inſult me ! 
— Gods ! what a creeping climbing, hot cold, Creature 
Is this big little Flutt'rer, call'd a Courtier / | 

. 4; - HaizL's Merope. 


Thou art too good for Courtz—where Ruin preys 
On Innocence; and nought but Guile is ſafe. hid, 


The nobleſt Proof of Love 

That Athelwold can give, is ſtill to guard 
Your tender Beauties from the blaſting Taint 
Of courtly Gales. The delicate ſoft Tints 

. Of ſnowy Innocence, the Crimſon Glow 

Of bluſhing Modeſty, there all fly off 

And leave the faded Face no nobler Boaſt 
Than well-rang'd, lifeleſs Features. Ah, Frida 
Should you be doom'd, which bappier Fate forbid 
To drag your Hours thro' all that nauſeous Scene 
Of Pageantry and Vice ; your purer Breaſt, F 
True to its virtuous Reliſh, ſoon would heave 


A fervent Sigh for Innocence and Harewood. + 
| TINGS? Mason's Effrida. 


He's cautious, Sir, he's ſubtle, he's a Courtier. 
| Dymas is now for you, now for your Brother; 
I f For both, and neither: He's a Summer Inſect, 
And loves the Sunſhine: On his gilded Wings 
While Scales waver, 3 doubtful round you; 
And fing his Flatteries to alike ; 1 
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The Scales once fix d, he'll ſettle on the Winner, 


And ſwear his Prayers drew down the Victory. 
Younc's Brothers. 


. Theſe Stateſmen nothing, woo, but Gold and 
over, | . | 
I'm a bold Advocate for other Love; _ | 
Tho”, at their Bar, indicted for a Fool | Bid. 


COURT ESS 


* Shepherd, I take thy Word, 
And truſt thy honeſt - offer d Courteſy, | 
Which oft is ſooner found in lowly Sheds 
With ſmoaky Rafters, than in Tap'ſtry Halls 
And Courts of Princes, where it firſt was nam'd, 
And yet is moſt pretended. — MiLTax's Comus. 


COURTSHEP. 


He preferr'd me 

Above the Maidens of my Age and Rank; 
Still ſhun'd their Company, and ſtill ſought mine: 
I was not won by Gifts ! yet ſtill he gave; | * 
And all his Gifts, tho' ſmall, yet ſpo his Love: 
He pick'd the earlieſt Strawberries in the Woods, 
The cluſter'd Filberts, and the purple Grapes: | 
He taught a prating Stare to ſpeak my Name; 
And when he found a Neſt of Nightingales, 
Or callow Linnets, he would ſhew em me, 
And let me take em out 4 063  * 

. Dxrox' Marriage Aamaddb. 


* 


See, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here, 
Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worlip» . N 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice 7 
To thoſe eternal Glories of your Eyes 
It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere A 

k "_ 9 * 4 * $54 86 


As other vainer of her 
'Y Thou wouldſt have lov'd-her rigid Virtue too. 


Wo Could'f thou Alen the Wo 
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As che chaſte Vowe of holy Veſtals are 
Accept; divine one, and pronounee my 
Orwar's 2 


Still as I wood, whet at her Feet I lay, 
Begging the Bounty of a Look to bleſs'me : 
Had'ft thou but ſeen with what a modeſt Pride, 
A Virgin Innocence and chaſte Reſervedneſs, 
She — the humble Offering of my Love; 
How till in all the winding of my Paſſion 


Thro' the high Tide of Vows. and ſtrong Temp- 


- tations, 
She kept an equal Mind : By Heav'n, I Tk, 
Had'ſt thou-ſeen the-temp'rate Yugin Rang, 
Cold to my Flame, as Marble to the Sun, 


(Not fuſh'd and hanghey with the n nqueſt made, 


SoUTHERN's Loyal Brother, 


O Semanthe / bow ſhall I convince-thee ! 
What ſhall I ſay, or how ſhall I proteſt, 
To conquer thy. Belief ? 
7 of my Soul, 


Paſs thro" this |» ing Heart; 
Oh ! there thou wouldſt behold thy heav'nly Form 
D Yn and nevet to be rag d away. Ibid: 


xg Happineſs ! 
There's none for me without yon: Riches, Name, 
Health, Fame, Diſſinction, Place and Quality, 


Are the Incumbrances of human Life, 


To make it but more tedious without y 

What ſerve the Goods of Fortune for? to 8 
My Hopes that you at laſt will ſhare them, with me. 
_Long Life iefelf; the univerſal Pra | 
And Heav'n's Reward of Well-d — here | 
Would prove a Plague to me: To ſee you * 4 
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And never ſee you mine ! Still to defire,, 
And never to enjoy | SOUTHERN's Fatal Marriage. 


Can I'behold'thee, and not ſpeak of Love; 
Ev'n now thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejedted; and forlorn; 
Thy Softnefs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 
Til my Soul faints and fickens with Defire. 
Rowt's Fane Share... 


[will forget me Monarch, and-lay: by. 
Sh at our Be” your arms wi} pliance.. 
at your woo to m 
9 N. 'Dxav?'s. — 


Tho” he riots midſt a — — — 
He wants the Lover's greateſt 
= the fair Slaves commands, — — — to his W 
2122 — — — 
my various Arts and Plots 
Ang court ERR the refolng Fair; 
While I from Hope — — 
And even my ow * ul Pleaſure give, 
Till he ſubraits to Love's reſiffleſs Laws, 
And cures the Sickneſs which herſelf did 


ber 


1 
Indulge me yet a lide i = Ruin; 
Ah ! ſuffer me to look my away; | 
And te proſtrate at thy I 2 my Love, . 
my law, Accent þatia. f 
Cn. Jonxsox' Force of Rudin 
He often taught his Tongue a filken Tale, 


Deſcended from himſelf and-catk*d'of Love, 
Young's Bari. 


Mandane erfal Being, ' whoſe firſt Sight 
Gives me > Tranſport ww be expreſs'd, 
2 one Moment over. pays a Vear, 


1 


Of 


bog 
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Of Danger, Toil, and Death, and Abſence from 
\ ; thee. | | 

Leave me not, | 
T've much to ſay, much more than you can conceive, 
Yes by the s much more than I can utter; 
May I not breathe my Soul upon this tender Hand, 
When your Eyes triumph and inſult my Pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall Revenge. 

See my Heart beat Mandane, 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my Paſſion, 
Is it in Art to counterfeit within? 
To drive the Spirits and in flame the Blood, 
Each Nerve is pierc'd with Lightning from your Eye, 
And every Pulſe is in the Throbs of Love. 

p Younc's Bufiris. 


* Mahomet f. Wilt thou deſcend, fair Daughter 
of Perfection, 
To hear my Vows, and give Mankind a Queen? 
Ah ! ceaſe, Irene, ceaſe thoſe flowing Sorrows 
That melt a Heart impregnable till now, 
And turn thy Thoughts henceforth to Love and Em- 
| Ire, . | 

How will ot matchleſs Beauties of Irene, 

Thus bright in Tears, thus amiable in Ruin, 

With all the graceful Pride of Greatneſs heighten'd, 

Amidſt the Blaze of Jewels and of Gold, 

Adorn a Throne and dignify Dominion. | 
Irene, Why all this Glare of ſplendid Eloquence, 

To paint the Pageantries of guilty State ? 

Muſt I for theſe renounce the Hope of Heav'n, 
Crowns, and Fulneſs of Enjoyment ? 


+ The peculiar Turn Mr. Jobnſon has given to this Scene of 
Courtſhip, between Mabemet, an imperious Conqueror, and Irene, 
a doubting Chriſtian Slave, has induced the Editor to inſert it here 
entire; as the greater Part of its Beauties muſt have been loſt by 


any Mutilatiogs 


SS ID a ._ a 


* 
| * 
|  Mahomet 
| 0 
: : 


"oof 
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Mabomet. Vain Raptures all. For your inferior 
elde nd h by deligh | 

Form'd to delight, and ha elighting ; 
Heav'n has relerv'd no Pos Paradiſes ” 
But bids you rove the Paths of Bliſs, ſecure 
Of total Death, and careleſs of Hereafter; . 
While Heav'n's high Miniſter, whoſe awful Volume 
Records each AR, each Thought of ſovereign Man, 
Surveys your Plays with inattentive Glance, 
And leaves the lovely Trifler unregarded. 

Irene. Why then has Nature's vain Munificence 
Profuſely pour'd her Bounties upon Woman? 
Whence then thoſe Charms thy Tongue has deign'd 

to flatter, | 
That Air reſiſtleſs and enchanting Bluſh, 
Unleſs the beauteous Fabrick was defign'd 
A Habitation for a fairer Soul. Wig, > | 
Mahomet, Too high, bright Maid, thou rat'ſt ex- 
terior Grace : et at 
Not always do the faireſt Flow'rs diffuſe 
The richeſt Odours, nor the ſpeckled Shells 
Conceal the Gem : Let female Arrogance 
Obſerve the feather'd Wand'rers of the Sky, 
With Purple varied and bedrop'd with Gold, | 
They prune the Wing and ſpread the gloſſy Plames, 
Ordain'd, like you, to flutter and to ſhine, © | 
And chear the weary Paſſenger with Muſick. | 
rene. Mean as we are, this Tyrant of the World 
Implores our Smiles and trembles at our Feet: | 
Whence o-w the Hopes and Fears, Deſpair and 
| apture ? va, 
Whence all the Bliſs and Agonies of Love? 

Mahomet. Why when the Balm of Sleep deſcends 

on Man, | | | | 
Do gay Deluſions, wand'ring o'er the Brain, 
Sooth the Soul delighted with empty Bliſs ? 
To Want give Affluence, and to Slav'ry 9 


5 
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Such are Love's Joys, the Lenitives of Life, 
A fancy'd Treaſure, and a. waking. Dream, 
Irene. Then let me once, in Honour of our Sex, 


Aſſume the boaſtful Arrogance of Man. 
Th' attractive Softneſs, and th” endearing Smile, 
And mer ful Glance, "tis gener are our own; 
Nor ial Nature's. frugal Hand 
Fxhauſted's | her nobler Gifts on you: 
Do not we ſhare. the comprehenſive Thought, 
'Th' enlivening Wit, the 8 Reaſon ? 
Beats not the female Breaſt with gen'rous 8 
The Thirſt of Empire, and the wm of Glory 
» Mahomet. q Illuſtrious Maid, new Wouders 1. 
thine, 
Thy Soul compleats the Triumphs of thy Face. 
I thought, forgive my Fair, the nobleſt Aim, 
The fs ſtrongeſt Effort of a female Soul, 
Was 4 to chuſe the Graces of the Day; 
To tune the Tongue, to teach the Eyes to roll, 
Diſpoſe the Colours of the flowing Robe, 
And add new Roſes to the faded Cheek. 
Will it not charm a Mind like thine exalted, 
To ſhine the Goddeſs of a an. Hor my N -=4gh 
2 ſcatter Happineſs and P wo by 
To bid the proftrate Captive e and 2 
To ſee new Cities. tow'r at thy Command,, 
And blaſted Kingdoms flouriſh at thy Smile ? 
Irene. Charm'd with the Thought. of blefling 
Human-kind, 
Too calm I liſten to the flatt'ring Sound. 
Wr 0 ſeize the Power to bleſs. en 
Shall break the Fetters of the groaning ili ; 
Greece, in her lovely Patroneſs ſec 
Shall mourn no more her. . 
Irene. Forbear,—Q do EY me to my Nuin 
* To State and Pow'r I court thee, not to 
uin: 


28 Smile 


[4 


ile 


That bear Ace . n 


Wo haſt not in thy Brows an Eye di 
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Smile on my Wiſhes, and 3 the Globe. 
Security 1 her Shield before thee, 
And Love thee with his downy 
If Greatneſs pleaſe thee, mount th'imperial Seat; 
If Pleaſure charm thee, view this ſoſt Retreat; 
Here —_— Warbler of the . ſing, 
Here ev ry ce breathe of ev'ry 
To deck theſe How w'rs each Region ſhall 1 
And ev'n our Prophet's Gardens en 
Empire and Love ſhall ſhare the bli 1 b hs: 
And varied Life ſteal des uy fo away. 
8. JounsoN's Lu 


C-. OC WAR D. 


Cowards die many Times before their Da. 
The Valiant never Aae of Death bat 
Of all the.Wonders that d n 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange. Sans 12 
Fin Death, æ neceſſary 
come when it will come. | 
Sars AA Fulius aur. 


Wee e for Wrongs; 


Thine H Suffering. 
* += me 5 Ling Lear, 


| "Thou Coward yet 
Art living, canft'not, will not 40 thi Road 
To the great Palace of ma t Death, 
Tho' thouſand Ways lead to his thouſand Doors, ' 
Which Day and Night are till unbar'd for all. 
- Davpen's LOO 


A Coward is the Kindeſt Animal; 272 
Tis the moſt forgiving tea in = Fi 8 
Da vDen's Chomencs 


„ | * 
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Cowards have Courage when they ſee not Death, 
And fearful Hares that ſkulk in Forms all Day, 
Vet fight their feeble 1 by the Moon- light; 

But valiant Men 
* love the Sun ſhould witneſs what they do. 
Darp w' Rival Ladies. 


* Cowards ! in In. like Cowards in the Field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home 
In ben! is Prudence ound Brothers. 


CREDULITY: 


Should we, by too much Coufidence betray'd, 

Fall a defenceleſs Prey to Villainy, 

What could be ſaid for us? Tis wrong to truſt 
Thoſe, whom their very Priefts 3 ;nftru to "IP | 
No Faith with us. 

When wicked Men make Promiſes of Truth, 
"Tis Weakneſs to believe em. 
| | Hayany' 5 Scandrrbey 


9 0 Credulity 
Thou haſt as many Ears as ame has Tongues, 
Open.) to every Sound of Truth as Falſehood !. 
L Hava“ King Charles I, 


CROISADES. 


* I ne'er approv'd this raſh, romantick War, 
Begot b 8 Bigots, and fomented 
By the Intrigues oud deſigning Prieſts, 
All Ages have h ir Madneſs, © 8 Ty 1s ours. 
F LiLL0' s Elmeruk, 


b Then this Start 0 
To Palifine this warlike Pilgrimage, 
This holy Madneſs will bear no Excuſe. Did. 


„I here 
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0.1 here attend him 
In Expeditions which I ne'er approv'd, 
In holy Wars. — Your Pardon, reverend Father. 
1 muſt declare I think ſuch Wars the Fruit 
Of idle Courage, or miſtaken Zeal ; _ | 
Sometimes of Rapine, and e Rage, e 
To every Miſchief N . 


3 Sure I 40 tis Madneſs, 
inhuman Madneſs, thus, from half the World ; 
To drain its Blood and Treaſure, to negle®& j 
Each Art of Peace, Each Care of Government; 
And all for what? By ſpreading Deſolation, 
Rapine and Slaughter o'er the other Half 
To gain a Conqueſt we can never hold. | 

I venerate this Land. Thoſe ſacred Hills, L 
Thoſe 8 thoſe Cities, trod by Saints and it 

ets, - 

By Gop himſelf the Scenes of heav'nly Wonders, | 
Inſpire me with a certain awful Joy. | 
But the ſame Gov, my Friend, , ans, 
Surrounds and fills this univerſal Frame; 
And every Land, where ſpreads his vital Preſence, . - 
His all-enliv*ning Breath, to me is holy. 

Excuſe me, Theald, if I too far: © 
I meant alone to ſay, I think theſe Wars 
A Kind of Perſecution. And when that, t; = 
That moſt abſurd and cruel of all Vice,  _ 
Is once begun, where ſhall it find an End ? 
Each in his Turn, or has or claims a Right 1 
To weild its Dagger, to return its Furies, 0 
And firſt or laſt they fall upon ourſel ves. 

Tuoursok' Edward and Fun. 


LH 4 
Lage 


* * 


* 


| | 2 CROWN, 
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Call it not Virtue, to reſiſt what tempts not. 
What Heirs from Heirs receive, blind Fortune gives, 
Where Birth prefers the Infant to the Man! 

While — Crowns entail not Virtue, 
| The Boaſt were greater to beſtow-than wear them. | 
__ C1BBER's Ceſar in Egypt, 


* What's all the gaudy Glitter of a Crown? 
What, but the- — — of Ambition, 
That leads the Wretch benighted in his Errors, 
Points to. cha Gulph, — vpon Deſtruction. 
BO OKE's Guflawus Faſo: 


au gf OL D. wc 


I know our Country Diſpoſition well, ; 
In Yezice, they do let Heaven ſee thoſe Pranks - | 
They dare not ſhew:their Huſbands. EZ 
SKAKE8PRAR'E-Onbilld, 


Q Cunlſe.ofi Marriage! 


i That we thoſe, Is 7 rae 
And not Gel pages 1320 be ; 


And live upon 3 

Than kee 1 Cane A e in the 

Fer or other Uſes, Yet 'tis Kere ore great ones, 
tiv'd are they leſs, 4125 the. Baſe ;- 

Ti unſhunnable, like Death, Lid. 


What Senſe had Tof her ſtobn Hours of Luſt? 
I ſaw it not, thought it not; it harm'd not me ; 
1 éſept the next t well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cafſiv's Kites on her Lips. 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know t, and he's not robb'd at = 
id. 


I bad 


% 


- 
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I had been happy if the 


Pioneers and all, 1. 225 taſted ans, 
So I had nothing known. Syaresmsar > Ocbello, 


Think every bearded Fellow that's but yok'd 
May draw 43 you, Millions are now alive, 

That nightly lie in thoſe unp Beds, 

Which they dare ſwear 5 your Caſe is better; 
O 'tis the-Spite of Hell, the F jends arch Mock, 

To lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch, 

And to ſuppoſe her chaſte. No, let me know, 

And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall-be. 


ia. 

Do but incave yourſelf, 
And mark the Fleers, the Gibes, and notable Scorhs 
That dwell in every ion of his Face, 
For I will make him dell the Tale anew, | 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, een 
He hath, and is again, to cope your Wife. Mid. 


Had it pleas'd Heaven 
To try me with Affliction, had he rain'd 
All Kinds of Sores and — my l 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the v 
Given to Captivity me und my 5 by 
I ſhould have found in-ſome — ee 
, Da . Patience. © But alas to make me 
for the Hand of Scorn, 

— is ſow / — $.- 
Yo uid F bear that too, very well. 
But there where I have garner'd up my Heart, 
Where either I muſt live or bear no Life, _ 
The Fountain from the which m 8 1 
Or elſe dries up tobe diftatded the 3 
Or Krep it a8 a Gifterd for foul Toads 
To knot and gender in Turn thy Complexion _ 


. May 
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1 * May the Huſband's Curſe 

ight here upon my Forehead, for the B 

To find me out by, as I paſs along, "4 

The common. Scorn and Jeſt of laughing Fools. 
SOUTHERN s Diſappointment, 


She might have number'd out the Stars in Sin, = 
Fed her hot luſtful Appetite with Change | 
Of every high-fed wanton Fool in Florence ; | 
Yet I had been happy ignorantly bleſs'd : | 
Like a true Marriage-Fool, I might have fat 
Contented at the lower End o' th' Feaſt, 

To welcome all without a further Thought; 
And when the Buſineſs of the Day was over, 
When all the mo had danc'd her round, 
At Night I might have ta'en her to my Heart, 
With Praiſes on her Truth and Conſtancy, 8 

And Thanks to Heaven for ſuch a virtuous Wife. 
But to know myſelf a Monſter! Death and Hell ! 
Children and Fools will have me in the Wind, | 
And I ſhall ſtink of Cuckold to the World, 14. 


It is a Woman's falſeſt vaineſt Pride, | 

To boaſt a Virtue that has ne'er been yd : 

In equal Folly too thoſe Huſbands live, 

Who peeviſhly againſt themſelves contrive 

By early Fears to haſten on the Day 3 7 

For Jealouſy but ſhews our Wives the Way: , 7 

And if the forked Fortune be our Doom, | 

In vain we ftrive, the Bleſſing will come 1 
Now the broad Shame comes ſtaring in thy Face, 


And Boys ſhall hoot the Cuckold as he paſſes. 
of Oe Row Fair Penitent. 


bh een 


7 


— * 


— — 2 


22 


CURSE, 


Let her fink ſpatted down; let the dark Hoſt 
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: URS E. See Rivat. | 


'My 3 will deen, „ een 
Unleſs I curſe 4 Poiſon be their Drink: 
Gall, Gall and Wormwood, Hemlock, Hemlock 
gquench chem; 
Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Den of duſkiſn Adders; 
Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Baſiliſ ck: 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſoft as Viper's Teeth; 


Their Muſick horrid, as the Hiſs of Dragons; a 


And boding Schriech-Owls make the Concert full; 
All the foul Terrors of dark-ſeatea Hell. 

Now by. my Wrongs that turn my Heart to Steel, 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Tho' ſtanding naked on a Mountain's Top, 
And think it but a Minute ſpent in Sport. 


. SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


Now Hell's blueſt Plagues 
Receive her ack with all her Crimes upon her : 


— 


— 


Make Room, and point, and hiſs her as ſhe goes 5. 

Let the moſt branded Ghoſts of all her Sex 

Rejoice, and cry, Here comes a blacker Fiend. 
 SHAXESPEAR's Troilus and a} 


Blaſts and Fogs n thee, - 
Th',untented Woodliags of a Father's Carſe 
Pierce every _ about thee. 


| SHaxEsPBAR®s King Lear, . 


Al the ſtored Vengeances of Heaven fall 
On her ungrateful Top, ſtrike her young Bones. 
You taking An, with Lameneſs. 1. 
You nimbs Lightning gs, dart your viadding Flames a | 
Into her ſcornful Eyes, infect her Beauty, , 


You fenſuck'd Fo 8 drawu by the powerful Sun 


T: 4 
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If there be a Man 
Subtle in Curſes, that exceeds all others, 
His worſt Wiſh on thee. - 
-BEAUMONT's King and no King. 


O all tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the 


And Hage of Fancy, wing him thro! the Air; 

From Precipices hurl him headlong down; 

Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet before him. 
Dzxrben end Let's Ocdipus, 


May he be rooted where he ſtands for ever, 

His Eye-balls never move; Brows be unbent; | 

His Blood, his Liver, Entrails, Heart, and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 1 


May all my Curſes, and ten thoufand more, 
Heavier than them, fall back upon my Head: 
Pelion — a from the Giant's Grave, 

Be torn by ſome avenging Deity, 
And hurld at me, a bolder Wretch than they, 
Who durſt invade che Skies | 
DT DEN Troilus and Creſſida. 


Diſeaſes. wait em! Wherefore ſhould I curſe them 
If that my Breath were ſulphurous as che Lightning, 
That murders with a Blaſt ; or like the Vapours, 
The choaking Stench which thoſe that die o'th Plague 
Send with their parting Groans ; then I would curſe them, 
. With Accents that ſhould poiſon from my Tongue, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly thro” my gnaſhing Teeth, | 
More harſh, more horrible, and more outrageous, 
Than Envy in her Cave, or Madmen in their Dens : 
My Tongue ſhould ſtammer in my earneſt Words; 
My Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint; 


: 


My 


r .TLGe.coc.crcT-. „ 


—— 
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| My hoary Hair ſhould - ſtart, and ſtand on End, 


And all my ſhaking Yours ſhould ſeem to curſe 4 
4 Lu"; Cæſar Borgia. 


Seize kim, ye Fiends, and Furies damn him, damn 
m1. 

May Hell have infinite Stories, and this Devil 

Be damn'd beneath the bottomleſs Foundation, * 


Oh ! I will curſe thee till thy een Soul 
Runs mad. with Horror. | | ia. 


Let Miſchiefs multiply, let ey'ry Hour 
of my loath'd Life yield me Increafe of Horror. 
Oh ! let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever. 
May every Thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
An yy a , of the Works of Nature. 5 
Or war Orphan. 


Curs'd be my Days, and doubly uud my A ! 
Blaſted be hos Herb, and Fruit, and Tree! 
Curs'd be the Rain that falls upon the Earth! , |. 
And may the * Curſe reach Man and Beaſt. 
OTWAY' 5 Fenice Preſery'd. 


| Hear me, juſt Heav'ns ! 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-ceafing Vengeance: Let Deſpair, 
Dangers, or Infamy, nay all ſarround me. 


' Starve me with Wantings ; let my Eyes ne er e 


A Light of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace: 
But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors, 
Wild as my own Thoughts are. „Lid. 

Kind Heav's | let heavy Curſes | 4. 


Gall his old Age, — Aches, rack his Bones, 
* | of . 6G And 


Ul 


8 


Fearing Remorſe, and never 
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eee | 


Oh! let him live till Life « Bun: 
Let him groan under it long, linger an Age 


In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 


And find its Eaſe but late. 
OTwar's Yenict Pręſerv'd. 


But Curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with 
By Heav'n, I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blafted : Senators ſhould rot | 
Like Dogs on Dunghills ; but their Wives and Daugh. 


. 5 
Die of their own Diſeaſes: Oh, for a Curſe 
To kill with! 5 id. 
Curs'd be the fatal Day that gave me Birth, 
In Clouds of Darkneſs let it ſtill be hid, C 
And roul no more in the vaſt Rounds of Time: 
Vengeance, 
Racks, Hell, and burning Sulphur be my Lot. 
H. Surr z' Princeſs of Parma. 


l I curſe thee not | 
For who can better curſe the Plague or Devil, 
Than to be what they are: That Curſe be thine. 
Da vp Don Sebaſtian. 


The blueſt Blaſt of — Air, 
Strike, damp, deaden her Charms and kill her Eyes 
Perdition catch them both, and Ruin part them. 
ConcREvVE's Mourning Bride. 


net hd Heavinels of Heart fill wait thee, 
And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Portion, | 
| 13 RO wa ane Shore. 


O repay him, | 
Thou great Avenger ! Give him Blood for Blood: 
Guilt —__ him, Fiends purſue him, Lightnings blaſt 


Some 
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Some horrid curſed Kind of Death o'ertake him 
Sudden, and in the Fulneſs of his Sins. 
 Row#'s Fax Chure. 


* Now Hear's fold] : my Curſes on thy Head, 
May ev'ry Purpoſe of thy y Soal be fruſtrate f_ 
May Infamy and Ruin o'ertake thee ! 
May baſe C and Chains overwhelm thee ! 
May ſhame A rar — from thy Shoulders —— 
With Fam all An — Fleſh comparing, 


Low mayſt thou crou th' expected 
Ev'n — the Hands, a9 faviſt ſo—— 


GLovas's; Boadicea. 


May Heav'n incens'd pour down a Vang. 
on him; 12 
Blaſt all his Joys, and turn them into Horror ; 
Till Phrenzy riſe, and bid him curls the Hour 
That gave his Crimes their Birth. 


CUSTOM. 


Habitual Evils change not on a ſudden, 
But many Days muſt paſs, and man SOrrows ;. 
Conſcious Remorſe and Anguiſh mult be felt, 
To curb Deſire, to break the ſtubborn Wil, & 
And work a ſecond Nature in the Soul, 
Each Virtue can reſume the Place ſhe loſt. 
'Tis ele Diſſimulation Rowz' « Uber.” | 


* n | 
Thoughts, our Morals, our mo d Belief | 
es > key ey — reds: 
Born beyond Ganges I had been a Pagan | 
Ia France a Chriſtian -I am here a. voce 

Hilu”s Zara, ' 


® Cuſtom, the Deity of half Mankind, 
&U-powerful g er the ; = I 2 


— 


Wait 


- 
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Waits with obſequious Blindneſs, hath made ſacred 


Such dreadful Deeds; and bids our Eaſtern World 
Hold them | in venerable Eſtimation. 


_ MaLLeT's Muftapha, 


1 Cuſtom, 'tis true, a venerable Tyrant 
O'er ſervile Man extends her blind Dominion. 
' THOMPSON's Hang os and . 


eee deo deren 
DAM NATION. 


| I'D the Damn'd be happy, 
Who in ſad Flames for ever muſt be toſt, 
Vet fall 1 in | View of the lov 'd Heav'n 'they've loſt. 
* 3 i" — 


What ! 3 a | Stateſman, | 
And make a Buſineſs of Damnation 
In ſuch a World as this! Why 'tis a 2 
The Scrivener, Uſurer, Lawyer, Pa 
And Soldier, cannot live, but by Damnation 
The Politician does it by Advance, | 

And gives All-gone before-hand. £9: W 
| Dzryven'; Don Sibofiar. 


What 40 the Damn'd endure, but to deſpair? 
But knowing Heaven, to know it loſt for ever? 
ConcGREVE' Mourning Bride, 


Ev'n thus in Hell ales the reſtleſs Damn'd ; ' 
From ſcorching Flames to chilling Froſts they run ; 
Then from their Froſts to Fires return again, 
And only my Verne of Pain. Rows's Tamerlane. 


— 


> TY - 


\ 


© DANCING. 


OO OG lA AO AG EIA tc I. I i — 
* 


—— 
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DANCING. | 


* Now ſoftly flow let Lydiaz Meaſures move 
And breathe — pleaſing * of entle Love 
In ſwimming Dance on Air's ſoft Billows float 
Soft ſwell your Boſoms with the ſwelling Note; 

With pliant Arm in .graceful Motion vie, 
Now ſunk with Eaſe, with Eaſe now lifted highs 
Till lively Geſture each fond Care reveal, 


That Muſick can expreſs, or Paſſion feel. * ic 
Mirror“ s can. 

'D A N G E R. A 

id Cf 


a divine Inſtinct Mens Minds ain, 


| Danger ; as by Proof we ſee 
The * 


ter ſwell before a boiſt'rous Storm. 
| SHAKESPEAR' $ Richard III. 


We e n NR 7 1 

Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea, . 

Who marks the waxing Tide go Wave by Wave, 3 

Expetting every where ſome envious Sorge,, 

_ bien ſwallow bim. Pu * 5. 
. Bo - SHAKESPEAR'S: Titus -Andronicus. 


Great Things thro" greateſt Hazards are atchievid, _ 
And then they thine. BeaumonT's Loyal Subject. 


"Danger, thou Dwarf dreſs'd up in Giant's Cloathe 
That 2 far off ſill greater than thou art. 


Sven, ine; s Selaura, 4 | 
I did not ſpy ; the Danger. as e TY 
Without Fear 4 ſtood, 
Like one who on a Beach defaries from far, 
A labouring Bark with _ the Billows war, 
3 1 
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Pities its State, wiſhing the Tempeſt gone, 

But views not the near Sea come rolling on; 

So did with me my unſeen Fortune play, 

Till the Waves came and waſh'd me quite away. 
Las Mithridates. 


"Tis with a ſecret Pleaſure I look back, 
And ſee the many Dangers I have paſs d: 
The Merchant thus in dreadful 'Cempeſt toſs'd, 
Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlock d - for Coaft, 
Oft turns, and ſees with a delighted Eye, 
Midſt Rocks and Shelves the broken Billows fly; 
And whilſt th' outrageons Winds the Deep deform, 


Smiles on the Tumuft, and enjoys the Storm. 
| | A. Pril1Ps's Diftreſ'd Mothers 


DARKNESS... 

Oh ! ſhe does teach the Torches to burn bright } 
Her Beauty hangs upon the Cheek of Night; 
Fairer than Snow upon a Rayen's Back, 

Or a rich Jewel in an Fri s Ear; 
Were ſhe in yonder Sphere, ſhe'd ſhine ſo bright, 


That Birds would fing, and think the Day were 
breaking. SHAKESPBAR's Romeo and Juliet. 


Alas ! I am betray'd to Darkneſs here, 
Darkneſs which Virtue hates, and Maids moſt fear; 
Silence and Solitude dwell ev'ry where, 
Dogs ceaſe to bark, the Waves more faintly roar, 
And roll themſelves aſleep upon the Shore; 
No Noiſe but what my Footiteps make, and they 
Sound dreadfully, and louder than by Day ; 
They double too, and ev'ry Step I | 


e 
Sounds thick, methinks, and more than one could make. 
” Davven's Rival Ladies. 


S:*, 
Her 
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Her Beau ds the more than Mid he Darkneſs, 
And LETS as the Dawn of Boy. | 
Now) Fair - Penitent. | 


* Darkneſs has almoſt reach'd its ſable Noon, 


And thoſe who fray along the ſilent Streets, 


Seem ſuch as borzaw Gow the Robe of Nighs 
A friendly Fold to hide the Rags, 3 in which 
The ſcanty Hand of pinching Penury 

Has but half-clad their mea nr 
Avoiding ſo the Shame, — nſults, - 
With which the Proud 2 and — gird the 0 
How few, alas, of — 5 Fortune laye 


In the ſaft down 
Conſider - is dark 2 71 of — Life, 
Oh Pi thy kind Eye clos'd up, 


While 14 —— 10 Mede thus 1 
Go join'd in ſad Society . 
a looks 22 if oy ny Be 

ght even an 


— [Dark ooh only were the Be Wb Day: Fe 
| tr Injured Innectuce; 


* The Night looks black and boding, Darkugly 
Preciplente at heavy o'er the World * ao 
At once extinguiſhing the Syn, Waller, Mahi | 


DAUNTLESS, 


O ſhe is 42 the nes Fo. is mute, 
She's huſh'd, no Voice, ufick now is * 
The Bower of Beauty is more ſtill than Death, | 
The Roſes fade and the melodious Bird Fe) 
That wak'd their Sweets has left 'em now for eve 


LEE“ Alexander. 


Be Witneſs for me, all ye Powers divine, 
If you be angry 'tis no Fault of mine ; 
Therefore let Furies face me with a Band 


G 4 From 


9 = 
3 
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% 


From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make a Stand; 


Tho' all the Curtains of the Sky be drawn, 


And the Stars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on. 


| Lee's Alexander, 
The Damp of Death has queneh'd her uite, 


Theſe ſpicy: Doors her Lips are ſhut, cloſe lock'd, 


Which never Gale of Life ſhall open more. 
7 | Lee's Mithrigates, 


2 DEAD. 
Cold, my Life ! She's gone! 


And in her Cheeks are ſcatter'd Purple Smiles, 
Tine Streaks of Sunſhine from a ſetting Day. 


 "SHAKESPEAR's Coriolanus, | 


; She's cold, 
Her Blood is ſettled, and her Joints are ſtiff; 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Froſt 
Upon the ſweeteſt Flower of all the Field. 
__ © » SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and Juliet. 


* 


© Death that has ſuck'd the Honey of thy Breath, 


Has had no Power as yet upon thy Beauty : 
Thou art not conquer d, Beauty's Enſign ftill 
Is Crimſon in {wy ol and in thy Cheeks, 


And Death's pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there. 1bid, 


Back, thou departed Life ! back to thy Cell, 
Her Heart ! in Heaven thou canſt not ſweeter dwell, 
Move the ſtill Pulſe, and thaw each frozen Vein. 
| | Lzz's Syphonisba, 


For ever gone ! All her ſweet Stock of Breath 
Spent in one Sigh, the Riot of rich Death. Bid. 


% 


O how 
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O how I gru grudge the Grave this heav'aly Form. 

Thy Beauties will inſpire the Arms of Death, 

And warm 1 pale cold Tyrant into Life. 
SouTHERN's Loyal Brother. 


She's gone | for ever gone ! The King of Terrors 
Lays his rude Hands upon her lovely Limbs, 
And blaſts her Beauties with his icy Breath. 


DEnnis's Appius and Virginia. | 


* Gentle Shade! 

Whoſe. timeleſs Fate we mourn ; much happier thou 

Enlarg'd from Clay, perhaps doſt now behold | 
The Springs, the Cauſes, and the juſt Effects 
Of Nature working by her gen ral Rules! 
If Spirits ſuch as thee can look on Earth 
And ſee the Follies of what once you were ! 

© SHIRLEY's Parvicide, 


* 0 nag _ ſee his chang'd and ghaftly Sem- 
| ance 

Thy frighted Senſe wou'd not remember him: 
That Canker Death has ſo devour'd his Beauties, 
So blanch'd the Damaſk Bloom upon his Cheek ; | 
All the ſoft Smiles that wanton d th his Eye, 
The ſweet and graceful Spirit of his Features, 304 
So ſunk, ſo faded from their native Hue. ky F 


That, een 3 oft Soul muſt pauſe. to know 


C1BBER's King John, \ 
| * How pale * I 
Thoſe clay-cold Cheeks where Grace and l a 


glow'd ! | 

O diſmal Spectacle How humble noo ß ;- Þ 
Lies that Ambition which was late ſo proud! 
The . 12 


Gs DEATH. 
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DEATH: 


Cowards die many Times before their Death, 
The Valiant never taſte of Death but once. 
SHAKESPEAR's Fulius Caſar, 


Nothing more certain than to die, but when 
Is moſt uncertain : If ſo, every Hour 
We ſhould prepare us for the Journey, which 
Is not to be put of, T muſt ſubmit | 
To the Divine Decree, not argue it, 
And chearfully welcome it. | TP x 
| | BzaumonTt's Lovers Progreſe. 


Let no Man fear to die: We love to ſleep all, 
And Death is but the ſounder Sleep; all Ages, 
And all Hours call us: Tis ſo common, eaſy, 
That little Children tread thoſe Paths before us. 

BraumonT's Hamorous Lieutenant. 


Oh! Natvre! | 
How doſt thou mock Mankind! to make him free, 
And yet make him fear? Or when he loſt | 
That Freedom, why did he not loſe his Fear ? 
That Fear of Fears, the Fear of what we know not, 
While yet we know it is in vain to fear it. 
ray ad _ follows Death, twas that which 
m 5 
A Terror on the Brow of Kin ; a gov 
Fortune her Deity, and Jeve his Thunder: 
- Baniſh but Fear of Death, thoſe Giant Names 
Of Majeſty, Power, Empire, finding Nothing 
To be their Object, will be Nothing too. 
Then he dares yet be free that dares to die, 
May laugh at the grim Face of Law, and ſcorn 
The cruel Wrinkle of a Tyrant's Brow. 
- | DxAAMu'T Sophy. 


All 


— 


the EusL Is E STAR. 1 


e 
Time eq to-Death and Like does give a 
And 7 1 maſt fear to live ; 

Death reconciles the World, ere 
A Order and of L 
Howaes' rr. 


Diſtruſt and Darkneſs of 2 future Sta 
Make poor Mankind fo fearful of their ate. 


Death in itſelf is Nothing; but we fear 


To be we know not what, we know not where. 
> LINE 1. Dari Jurcogtabe: 


I wiſh to die, yet dare not Death endure 3. 
Deteſt the Med'cine, yet defire the Cure, 

/ Oh! had I but to meet my Fate: 
That ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State ; 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath, 2 | 
That Something, or W after De,, 
Death Mons the red Thr and pre ro, 

He flies when call'd to be a welcome Gueſt. 

SEDLEY's Antony and Clepatye.. 


Poor Reaſon |! what a wretched Aid art thou ? 
For ſtill in ſpite of thee, 
Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 


Their final Separation. Davpen ' tl for Lowe? 2 


Oh! that I leſs could fear to loſe this Being! 
Which, like a Snow-ball in my Coward H 


The more tis graſp'd, the faſter molts away. * 


Now Death draws near, a „ 
Creeps coldly on me, 2 


Courage uncertain Dangers abate, | 
But who can bear th —.— of certain Pala © 


The Wiſeſt and the Beſt ſome Fear may ſhow, 
And wiſh to ſtay. tho they reſolve to go. 


Ay 


*% 
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As ſome faint Pilgrim ſtanding on the Shere, 
Firſt views the Torrent he would venture o'er, 
And then his Inn upon the farther Ground, x 
Loth to wade thro', and lother to go round ; 
Then dipping in his Staff, does Trial make 
How deep it is, and ſighing, pulls it back; 
Sometimes reſoly'd to fetch his Leap, and then 
Runs to the Bank, but there ſtops ſhort again : 
So I at once | 
Both heavenly Faith and human Fear obey, 
And feel before me in an unknown Way. 

| Dzyvpen's Hramick Lowe. 


When the Sun ſets, Shadows that ſhew'd at Noon 

But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible: 

So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 

Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds ; 

Owls, Ravens, Crickets, ſeem the Watch of Death ; 

Nature's worſt Vermin ſcare her Godlike Sons. 

Echoes, the very leaving of a Voice, 

Grow babling Ghoſts, and call. us to our Graves. 

Each Mole-hill Thought ſwells to a huge Oper; 

While we, fantaſtick Dreamers, heave and puff, 

And ſweat with an Imagination's Weight. 1 
* Duro and Lee's Oedi pus. 


Death only can be dreadful to the Bad: 


To Innocence tis like a Bugbear, dreſs d 1 
To frighten Children ; Pull but off his Maſk \ 
And he'll appear a Friend. Bid. } 
I feel Death riling higher ſtill and higher - 
Within my Boſom ; every Breath I fetch I 
Shuts up my Life within a ſhorter Compaſs ; 7 
And, like the vaniſhing Sound of Bells, grows leſs F 
And leſs each Pulſe, bl it be loſt in Air. A 
Dxxpin'; Rival Ladies. F. 

Dat * 


t. * 
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But Men with 3 1 Ht; 
Minutes e en of painful Life are ſweet. 
oy DxvyDEN's Rival Ladies. 


Tyrant of Nature.! I would view thee near, | 
Thou chief of Terrors, Death ! A Form fo horrid, 
As even the WISE ſhun. TaTE's Loyal General. 


The Dead are only happy, and the Dying: 
The Dead are ſtill, and lating Slumbers h dem. 
He who is near his Death, but turns about, 
Shuffles a-while to make his Pillow eaſy, 
Then ſlips into his Shroud and reſts for ever. 


LSI“ s Ceſar Borgia. | 


Dd is not dreadful to a Mind reſoly'd ; HSA 

It ſeems as nat'ral as to be born. | 
Groans, and Convulſions, and-diſcolour'd F aces, A 
Friends weeping round us, Blacks, and Obſequies, 
Make Death a dreadful Thing. The Pomp Death. 
Is far more terrible than Death itſelf. 


Lee's Lucius Junius Bratt | 


Death Fay gs our Woes, 
And the kind Grave ſhuts up the mournful Scene. 


FIN RYDEN's Spaniſh Friar. 

Death we ſhould prize as the beſt Gift of Nature, 
As a ſafe Inn where weary Travellers, 
When they have journey d thro a World of Cares, 
May put off Life, and be at Reſt for ever, D 
If twere in private, void of Pomp and She; * 
But Groans, and weeping Friends, and ghaſtly Blacks, 
Diſtract us with their {; Solemnity : i 7 
The Pr ion's the Executioner; 1 fs 
For Death unmaſk'd, ſhews me a friendly Face, 
And is a Terror only at a Diſtance. 
For as the Line of Life conducts me on 


To Death's great Court, „ 
* 
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"Tis Nature's that's always 
To take us in when — wer — 


Of Like, or worn our Days to Age and Wretchedneſs ; 
Death's then a ſoft Repoſe, a ſafe Retreat. 
SouTHERN's Loyal Brothers, 


Death to a Man in Miſery is Gy. 
EN's Don Sebaſtian, 


Dzxvyp 


Poor abje& Creatures How they fear to die? 
Who never knew one happy Hour in Life, 
Yet ſhake to lay it down. Is Load fo pleaſant? . 
Or has Heav'a hid the Happineſs of Death, 
e hs. er Ibid. 


th's a black Veil, cov'ring a beauteous Face, 
Pear'd afar off | 
By erriag Nature: A miſtaken Phantom! 
A — . —— ſhe kiſſes cold, 
Rut kind, as ſoſt and ſweet as my Clara. 

Oh! could we know | 
What Joy ſhe brings, at leaſt, what Reſt from Grief! 
How ſhould we preſs into her friendly . | 
And be pleas'd not to be, or to be happy 

| Darpkz, e 


Death's dark Shades 
Seem as we journey on to loſe their Horror: 

At near Ap roach, the Monſters form'd by Fear 
Are vaniſh vi all, and leave the 1 
Amidſt the gloomy Vale a pleafing 
With Flowers adorn'd, never- Fading Green, 
* ftands to take the B in. 

o Wars, no Wro no nts, no Deſpair, 5 
Diſturb the Qgiet er of A Place fair, | 


But injur d Lovers find E. um there. J 
* * Rows's Tamerlon 


Deal 


ba ya. > w 


: 


as 
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Death is the of human Nature; 
And Life without it were not worth our taking, 
Thither the Poor, the Pris ner, and the 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. 
Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


'Tis not the Stoicks Leſſon got by Rote, 
The Pomp of Words, and tion, 
That can ſupport thee in that Hour of — 
Books have _ Cowards to talk — 


But when the rial cames, they ſtart A. 


Tis but to die! | 

'Tis but to do what at this very Moment, 
In many Nations of the led Earth, | 
A thouſand and a thouſand do with me : 
Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut out A 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 
And be a weeping Witneſs of their Woes. 

+ Rows) Fane Shore 


I was born to die: 
Tis but expanding Thought, and Life is nothing. 
Ages and ations paſs aw | 
And with reſiſtleſs Force, like Waves o'er Waves, 
Rolls down the irrevocable Stream of Time, 
Into the inſatiate Ocean of for ever. 
STEELE's Lying Lowers. 


's a ſhort-liv'd Death; 
Either is but oy of Time unknown, 
And he that fleeps till from the Grave awak d, 
Feels not that Gap in his Eternity 
To mn | 
_-CrBBER's Prrolts and Headers 


Vain Man! to be ſo — levy, | 


And ſpinning out a Thread of Miſery. 7 
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= The longer ap 1h, reps Choice of Evil, 
The — Man is but a wretched Thing, 
That ſieals poor Comfort from Com ariſon. 
. OUNG's Bufiris, 


I ſmile at Death, 
For living here is living all alone, 
To me a real Solitude, amidſt. 
A Throng of little Beings grov'ling .* me, 
Which yet walh one common Shape and Name; 
I thank Gare ounds, the raging Pains which pro- 
mi 
An Interview with Equals ſoon elſewhere. Bid. 


O Death ! I've ſought thee in the lied F ield, 
Midſt ſhouting Squadrons and embatt!'d Hoſts, 
Purſued thee in the Noon-day Sweat of War, 
And liſten'd for thee on the Midnight Watch. 

In frozen Regions and in Sunburnt Climes, 

In Winds, in Tempeſts, and in troubled Seas, 

In every Element ſought. But thou' 

Haſt ſhun'd the Searcher in each dang'rous Path, 

Spar'd him in Seas, in Battles and in Storms, 

To ſeize the weary Wand'rer at his Reſt, | 

And ſink him in the Coward Arms of Peace. 
Who, Providence, ſhall mark thy ſecret Ways, 

Meaſure thy Wiſdom, or diſpute thy Power? - 

SEWELL's Sir "Walter Raleigh. 


The Glaſs is almoſt run, the Scene is ſhort, - 
Preſenting but one Object to my View; 
O eloquent, O juſt, O mighty Death, 

Who ſhall recount the Wonders of th) 
Whom none can counſel thou haſt thy Head ales d. 
And whiſper'd Wiſdom to the deafeſt Ear, 
Whom all have trembled at, thy Might has dar d. 
Whom all have flatter'd thou alone haſt ſcorn' d, 
And ſwept poor deify d Mortality 
With common Aſhes to an humble Grave; 
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Long have I pluck d thy Terrors from my Heart, 

Call'd thee Companion in my active Life, 

My ſolitary Days and ſtudious Hours, 

Made thee familiar to my Couch as Gy. 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh: 


What art thou, O thou great myſterious Terror! 
The Way to thee we know; Diſeaſes, Famine, *- 
Sword, Fire, and all thy ever-open Gates, ; 
That Pay and Night ſtand ready to receive us. 

But what's beyond them? Who will draw that Veil? 
Yet Death's not there No, tis a Point of Time, 
The Verge twixt mortal and immortal Beings, 
It mocks our Thought. On this Side all is Life, _ 
And when we've reach'd it, in that very Inſtant © 
'Tis paſt the thinking of. —Or if it be ; 
The Pangs, the Throws, the agonizing Stru Sele, 
When Soul and Body part; ſure I've felt it. 
And dere s no more to fear. 

Hucne's Siege of Dameſes: 


Death's a Name, = 
By which poor gueſſing Mortals are deceiv d 
'Tis no where to be Fund. Thou fly'ſt in vain 
From Life, to meet again with that thou fly'ſt; 
How wilt thou curſe = Raſhneſs then ? How ſtart, 
And ſhudder, and ſhrink "back? Yet how avoid | 
To put on thy new Being. 7 Ibid. 


This vaſt, this ſolid Earth, that blazing Sun, 
Thoſe Skies thro' which it rolls, muſt all have End: 
What then is Man, the ſmalleſt Part of Nothing? 
Day buries Day, Month Month, and — the Sar; 
Our Life is but a Chain of man 
Can then n ſelf be fear's ? Our Our Life much 

rather: 
Life is the Deſart, Life the Solitude; 
Death joins us to the great Majority; 
Tis * born to Plates and to Gejars, 


Fl 


T. 
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"Tis to be great for ever 
* [is Pleaſure, tis Ambition then to die. 
| Younc's Revenge. 


* Thoſe only wiſh to die, who fear to live, 
Fetter'd with Guilt, Reflection and Remorſe, 
Made Cowards by an Age of former Crimes : 
Hence this Diſtate of Life, theſe deſperate Thoughts, 
; MoTTLEY's Imperial Captiva, 


Is Life ſo ſweet, 

With all its Pains, that Death's great Writ of Eaſe 
Should be ſo dreadful to us, which is but 
Kind Nature's Alms, to Fortune's wretched Beggars} 
— he, — * oy Li, * us ap Hon d 

en tem to e e human Nature, 
The Awe TY; ie, and the Love of Heav'n, 
Can never tremble, when his Honour calls, | 
And bids him quit this Veil of Fleſh and Miſery ! 
All we ſhould fear is, while we act the Part 
Of Men, we ſink not from the " Character 
Or by ſome vile or vicious Act diſgrace 
The noble human — we ve fear'd that, 


Then, unappal'd our He face Death's Terrors, 
$1.9 te * Them hola. 


Shift not thy Colour at the Sound of Death ; 
For Death a pears not in a dreary L. ght, 
Seems pot a MA a Loſs of a 
Thoſe fond Senſations, thoſe enchanting Dreams 
Which cheat a toiling World from Day to Day, 
And form the Whole of Happineſs know. 
It is to me PerfeQian, Glory, Tri 5 | 
Nay fondly would I chuſe it, tho ed 
It were a long dark Night, without a Morning, 
To Bondage far prefer it! . | 


Tuourson' Soptonicba. 
| ® Death 


Sd 4. 


K IH ig 
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* Death is too 1 I find; 


And ſcorns to meet an 


— — 
* What's this dying? 
It may be--no-—pe it is not that: 
Is it to quit our Thou if it is, 


'Tis Bliſs ſufficient, when each Thought's a pain. 
Why then ſhould Mortals ſtartle thus at Death? 
Gloomy indeed at the firſt View it looks * 
And black with Horror like a diſtant Wood; 

But enter'd once, it opens to new Scenes 

Of Joys untaſted, unimagin'd Pleaſures, Bid. 


* As Death's the ſure and common Lot of all, 

Sooner or later in the Race of Life, | 

We ought to bear the Sorrows it infligs  » 

With Steadineſs — Minds reſol d * 
ANDESFORD's Fatal 2 


* Death is a long and an inconſcious Sleep 
And every Paſſion conquers and contemns it.. 
Cx. JounsoNn's Mudan,. 


i but <0 loſe - 
A few unhappy Moments ; 'tis to reſt - 
The ſooner — 


! | . 


Cares, to feel no more | 
The Bitterneſs of Miſery and Iaſult ; 
That bait my-weary Soul. E 


* A Fool may think it Miſery to die, 
A wiſe Man knows it is a Port W 4 


Nor thinks N phe Hood. 4. 


* What is — Fear of Death! ? This Shock of 
ature ? | 
That makes us ſhudder thus at Diffolution : * 
Death's nothing but the wayward Child of Fancy, 
A Ehantan. that we dreſs in borrow'd Colours, 
A Form, 
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A Form, that in our ſickly Brain alone 
Exiſts, and terrible to none but Cowards, 
Tracy? hun,. 


Death is the lighteſt Evil we ſhould fear ; 
"Tis certain, tis the Conſequence of Life: 
Th' important Queſtion is not that we die 
But. how we die. - HavarD's Seanderbeg; 


* How loud Death ſounds, how terrible his Voice | 


Death that in Chambers ſteals ſo ſoftly on, 

And comes like Sleep or Eaſe to tir'd Mortals ; 

Here 1 boldly rouſes ev'ry Faculty 

mw dreadful Preparation for the Blow 

As if— 

He ſcorn'd the Triumph of a Ragle Fall 

But here, where Thouſands periſh, he exalts 

_ dn the Stroke in his full Pomp of State Jbid, 


* To die, I own 
Is a dread Paſſage, terrible to Nature, 
IP to thoſe who have, like me, been happy. 
Tnourson' Edward and Eleonora. 


b No, thou ſhalt live—Life is thy proper Hell! 
To die ! What is it but a free Diſcharge 
From all-th*;Mis'ries that oppreſs us here? 

'Tis to be loos'd from Pain, from ſharp Reflection 
And all the Train of Terrors, that attend 
And rack the finful Mind! Marsu's Amaſes, 


The Cauſe alone 
For which we ſuffer makes Death terrible. 
What can he more, with all his Terrors arm'd, 


'When we oppoſe fair Virtue to his Fan 
Rut firſt enlarge the Soul to Liberty ? 


And then to Bliſs immortal? Mal Br“ Muſtapba. 
+ In Battle. 


® The 


5 % — nn 


The 
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The Death of thoſe diſtinguiſh'd by their Station, 
But by their Virtue more, awakes-the Mind. | 
To ſolemn Dread, and ſtrikes a ſadd'ning Awe : 
Not that we grieve for them, - but for ourſelves 
Left to the Toil of Life.—And yet the beſt 
Are, by the playful Children of this World 
At once forgot, as they had never been. 75 
Tuoursox' Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 
* How a Thing is Life, drag'd on to Age 
To ſtand N pitied Mark 0 Fortune's Rage * So 
Death ſhuts out Mis'ry'; and can, beſt, reſtrain — 
The Rack of Inſult, and the ring of Pain. 
| If Yo Hir Merope. 
This hideous Monſter, Death, 
When ſeen at Diſtance; ſhocks weak Nature's Eye; 
But Reaſon as it draws more near defies it. 
Ions Earl of Ter. 


| Oh! truly welcome 
Thou Freedom of the Soul, at whoſe glad Bidding 
Th' immortal Spirit wings its gladſome Way 
Throws off its Earth, and ſports without its Weight 
In yonder Fields of Light. Fx ancis's Conflantine. 


3 DECETT- ? a7 * 
* Tine Jends C vaſt Propriety to Actions. N 
Laſt Night that Conduct would have look'd like 


Nature; 5 
Then to have fled as from my Brother's Treaſon, ] 
And ſought for Refuge at my Brother's Feet, 
While yet the well -diſſembled recent Dread | 
Glar'd in my Eyes and trembled in my Veins, 
Had been a prudent, ſeaſonable Praud. | 6 
To-day's Deceit muſt wear a different Aſpect; 
For here has interven'd a whole Night's 2 
Twixt the pretended Fact and its Diſcovery, 
And all that Hurricane of Souls becalm'd. _ 
Slow and reluctant now I ſhall be ſeen And, 
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And, all- ſuffusd with Melancholy, ſearee 

Scarce permit the Secret to be wreſted from me 

This is the Guiſe of Honeſty. | | 

Lewis's Philip of Macedon, 
Thus far has Fate, or whatſoe'er o errules 

Given to my Views the Sanction of Succeſs: 

Whether by Force or Fraud imports me not. 

Who hunts the Lion, or the tuſky Boar, 

Wide oe'r the waving Foreſt now maintains 

The arduous Chace, and boldly bounds oer all: 

Now, with leſs daring Toil, deceitful finks 

The hollow Pit and baits the latent Snare; 

Alike to him are all the Ways of War ; 


Till the fierce foaming Tyrant of the Woods, 


Subdued by Force or caught within the Toils 
Indignant falls, and crowns him with his Spoils. 
| | PaTERSON's miniut, 


* Whatc'er the Motive be, Deceit I fear 
And harfh unnat' ral Force are not the Means 
Of public Welfare or of private Bliſs. 
| THOMPSON 3 Tancred and Sigiſmenda. 
_ ® Since the Tyrant 
Tempts, 10 betray— reward Thim with his own. 
Deceive Deceivers, and Deceit grows Virtue. 
| SE, HiLL's Merope, 


DEER. 


See where the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son ; 
Brother and Siſter, mingl'd all together; 

No Diſcontent they know, but in delightful 


Wildneſs and Freedom, luſty Health and Innocence, 


Enjoy their Portion. If they ſee a Man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 


Sd. oo * 


— 


. 
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DEFEAT. boA 


* The Britons are defeated ; look, ee, 
Back from the Vale in wild tumultuous FH — 
Behold their — — tow'rd the 
Already ſome are fi — Side 
To reach their Camp ter ; , 
With hoſtile Rage to ue their broken Rear: 
While Maſſacre, unchidden, cloys his Famine, . 
And quaffa an of Nations. 7 

PE 


' GLoves", ; 
DEFORMITY. n 


Thou art a Thing fo lou, 
Nature bas ſhut thee from that thou art:: 


Made like the Bird af Night, to be Sz 7277 
Abhorr'd, and loath'd by all thy Fel ow-Creatures, 
1 5 SHAKESPEAR'S Twelfth Mg. 
Why Lis det me in my re 
And, 57 I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 
He did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 
To ſhrink my Arm thus like a wither'd Shes. 
To make an envious Mountain on my N 
Where ſits Deformity to mock my Body; 
To ſhape my Legs of an unequal ** Wi — 
To diſproportion me in ev'ry Part, | 
_ to à Chant, * unlick l 8 
t carries no Impteſſion the Dam. 
By  SHAKESPEAR's 1 I. 


Thy Mother felt more than a Mother's Pain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a Mother's Hof 
An indigeſted Lump: "SHAKESPEAR'S Richard 1 


| = 


By 


| Cheated of Feature by diſſembling — ay, 


Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my Tine 
lato this breathing World, ſcarce half nay 


Fn 
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And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 
That Dogs bark at me as I halt by them, 


I that in this weak piping Tune of Peace, 


Have no Delight to paſs away the Time, 
Unleſs to view my Shadow in the Sun, 
And deſcant on my own Deformity. - 

3 SHAKESPEAR's Richard III. 


Thou elfiſh, mark'd, abortive Monſter ! 

Thou that waſt ſeal'd, in thy Nativity, | 
The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell! 
Thou Slander of thy heavy Mother's Womb ! Ibid. 


| Thou talk of ſacred Love ! 
Haſt thou a Nook in all that huddl'd Form - 
Fit for ſo ſoft a Gueſt ? It cannot be. 
Fly from my Sight, thou bungl'd Botch of Nature, 
Thou Snuff of Lite, and Ruins of a Man! bid. 
. Ciurſe Nature, 
That ne'er reform'd thy Droſs ! Curſe thy own Fate, 


That warm'd that unconcocted Lump to Life, 
Half-finiſh'd into Man! Ibid, 


Nature herſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd, The Work's not mine. | 
The Midwife ſtood aghaſt ; and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain-Back and thy diſtorted Legs, 
Thy Face itſelf | | 
Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man, _ 
And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſhe doubted long 
Whoſe Right in thee were more; | 
And knew not if to burn thee in the Flames 
Were not the holier Work. 

Am I to blame, if Nature threw my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mould ? Yet when ſhe caſt 
Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpl'd them 
On Heaps in their dark Lodging; to revenge 
Her bungl'd Work, ſhe ſtamp d my Mind more _ 
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And as from Chao, huddl'd and deform'd, Ma 

The Gods ſtruck Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 

That beautify the Sky; ſo ſhe iufben d 

This ill-ſhap'd*Body with a daring Soul, 

And making teſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 
No ! Thour't all one Error, Soul and Body! 

The firſt young Trial of ſome unſ{kill'd' Pane, 

Rude in che aking- Art, and Ape of Fove ! 

Thy Body Bo, inward to thy Soul, 

And lets in Day to make thy Vices ſeen : 

Thy crooked. Mind within hunch d out thy Bick, 

And wander'd in thy Limbs : Thou Blot of Nature 

Thou Enemy of Eyes | Exereſeence of a Man ! 

Lax Oedipus. 


LI 


So where our wide Numidian Waſtes extend, nes 
Sudden th' impetuous Hurricanes deſcend, i 
Wheel thro' the Air, in circling Eddys play, 
Tear up the Sands and ſweep whole Plains away ; 
The helpleſs Traveller with wild Surprize, 

Sees the dry Deſart all around him riſe, 
r the duſty Whirlwind dies. 
. , Appig0N"; Ca. 


O ſend me to ſome puh Deſart wid, 
Wide as yon bright Etherial high Expanſe : 
There let me wander friendleſs and forlow,! / 
To find the charitable Herd of Beaſts, 
Driv'n from: the Laichleſs. Commerce of Mankind. 
m2; nn Scanderbeg. 


” F Niot iy Night 1 
Caſt on the ildeſt of the C Sad er, 
Where never human Foot had mark d the Shore 
Thels Ruffi ans left mee 
eſo WES ow Beneath a Shade 
Vor. I. a+; I fat 
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I fat me down, more heavily oppreſs'd 

More deſolate at Heart, than e'er I felt 

Before. When Pbilamela o'er my Head 

Began to tune her melancholy Strain, 

As piteous of my Woes ; till, by Degrees, 
Compoſing Sleep on wounded Nature ſhed 

A kind but ſhort Relief, At early Morn 

Wak'd by the Chaunt of Birds, I look'd around 
For uſual Objects: Objects found I none, 

Except before me ftretch'd the toiling Main, ' 
And Rocks and Woods, in ſavage View, behind. 
9 Tuoursox' Agamemnon. 


DESIRE. 


Deſire, when young, is eaſily ſuppreſt ; 
But cheriſh'd by the Sun of warm Encouragement, 
Becomes too ſtrong, and potent for Controul : 
Nor yields but to Deſpair the worſt of Paſſions. 


EL. Haywood's Frederick Duke Brunfiuitl- 


 Lunenburgh. | | 
DESPAIR. 


There's nothing in this World can make me Joy: 


| Life is as tedious as a twice-told Tale, 
Vexing the dull Ear of a drouſy Man. | 
| SHAKESPEAR's King F 


All Hope'of Succour, but from thee, is ; 
As when upon the Sands the Traveller yy 
Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, 

The Land grow ſhort, he mends his weary Pace, 
While Death behind him covers all the Place : 


So I by ſwift Misfortunes am purſu'd, 
Which on each other are like Waves renew'd. 


Darpzx' Indian Emperer. 


8 » 
x 
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rk Ho 7 here is bankrupt, 
Can work me into eav'n is 
The wondring Gods bluſh at the Want of _ | 
And 2 abath'd confeſs they cannot hel 

Lze's bridater, 


He makes his Heart Prey to black Def 
He eats 2 drinks not, fleeps not, has pay Hs 
Of any — * Thought: Or if be talks, 
Tis to ime and then tis perfect Raving: 
Then he defies — World, and bids it paſs : 
Sometimes he gnaws = Lips, then draws his Mouth 
Into a ſcornful & DzYvpen's All for Love. 


I fancy 
I'm turns wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all : 
Living in a ſhady Foreſt's Siivan Scene, 
Stretch'd at my Length beneath ſome blaſted Oak 
] lean m — Hand upon the mofſ) 12 Bark, 
And look juſt of a Piece, as from it ; 
My uncomb'd Locks, * like M Miſletoe, 
Hang o 4 4 my hoary Face; the Herd come jumping 


And, "ag quench their Thirſt whils I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen, 1%, 


The Damn'd in Hell indure no greater 
Than ſeeing Heaven from far meow" ho 


Daros dee 


Winds bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen; 
O'ergrown-with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellowing Clouds ; 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have Vent 
For Horror that would blaſt the barbarous World. | 


LIT Ong. 
H 2 There 
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There let me groan my Horrors on the Earth; 
There belldw out my utmoſt Gal! 
There ſob my Sorrow till I burſt with Sighing! 
There gaſp and languiſh out my wounded Soul! 

Ko Io 543 Lee's Oedipus, 

For cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 

And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd-on.Death.: 

| 4 4 #3. 2101 'Le e's Theodofaus, 


Why then, poor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 
Haſt chou been talking with that Witch the Night ? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtreteh'd along: 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes. 

Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an eternal Miſery together. 

And wilt thou be a very-faithful Wretch ! 

Never grow fond of chearful Peace again? 

Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be, omhappy, | 

And find out Ways how to encreafe Afflictions? 

We'll inftitate new Arts unknown before, | 

To vary Plagues, and make them look like new ones 
1 2. _"Ortwar's Orphan. 


Chuſe then the gloomieſt Part:thro'all- the Grove, 
Throw thy abandon'd Body on the Ground, 
With thy bare Breaſt lie wedded to-the-Dew : 
There as thoy drink'ſt the Tears that trickle from thee; 
ee to lie till Death ſhall ſeize thee; 
Thy ſorrowful Head hung o'er ſome tumbling Stream, 
To rock thy Griefs bee ee Py | 
With broken Murmurs, and redoubl'd Groans; 
Tothelpithe-Gurgling of the Waters Fall: © 
Or. if thy Paſſion will not be kept n 
As. in that Glaſs of Nature thou ſhalt vis 
Thy ſwoll'n drown'd Eyes with the inverted Banks, 
The Tops of Willows, and their Bloſſoms _— 
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With all the under Sky, ten Fathom» down, 

Wiſh that the Shadow of. the ſwimming Globe! 

Were ſo indeed, that thou, might'&- leap at — 

And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Stars. 

Nay, do not bear it, turn thy wat'ry Face 

To yond — Orb, and aſk * Gods, 

For — bold Sin they doom the wretched e 

To ſuch a Loſs as that of Teraminta; \ 

O Teraminta! I will groan thy Name, 

Till the tir'd Echo faint with Repetition, 

Till all the breathleſs Grove, and quiet Myrtles, 

Shake with my Sighs, as if a Tempeſt blaw'd em. 
Lee's Lucius Junius Brutus, 


Tis true, my Hopes are vaniſhing as Clonds, 
Lighter than Childrens Baubles blown by Winds : 
My Merit, but the raſh Reſult of Chance 


My Birth unequal ! all the Stars againſt me; 


Power, Promiſe, Choice, the Living, and the Dead; 
Mankind my, Foes, and anly Love to friend mel. . 
DRYDEN s:Spanifh Friar. 


Whicher ſhall IL fly- ? 

Where hide me and my Miſeries together ? 

O Beluidera ! I'm the wretched'ſt Creature 

Eer crawl'd on. Earth. Now, if thou haſt Virtue, 
help me ; 


Take me into thy thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of 


To my divided Soul. that wars within me, 4 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion. . 
By Heav'n, I'm tott'ring on the very Brink 
Of Peace, and thou art all the Hold Pve left: 
Do thou at leaſt with charitable Goodneſs 
Aſſiſt me in the Pangs of my Afflictions. 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent that _— 
Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 
H 3 Thou 
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Thou would'ſt not, Belvidera, fure thou would'ſt not 

Talk to me thus; but like a pitying Angel, 

Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 

And hatch warm Comforts there, e er Sorow freece it. 
OTwar's Venice Preſerv' d. 


I am here ! and thus the Shades of Night around me! 

I look as if all Hell were in my Boon] 

And I in Hell ! Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me; 

For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 

Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 

I have heard how deſp'rate Wretches, like myſelf, 

Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, 

To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walks: 

Sure I'm ſo curſt, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 

No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
OTwarY's Venice Preſery'd: 


Ass with one a. 

Who, wandring o'er a wide barren Waſte, 
Views the laſt Circles of the finking Sun, 
Then gazing round, quite deſtitute of Hope: 
Forſaken and forlorn, fits fighing down, 

To mix with Night, and entertain Deſpair. 
SoUTHERN's Fatal Marriage, 


O let me hunt my travel'd Woes again, 

Range the wide Waſte of deſolate Deſpair ; 

Start any Hope: Alas, I loſe myſelf ; 

*Tis pathleſs dark, and barren all to me. 
SOUTHERN's Oronooko. 


Our Woes ate like the genuine Shades beneath, 
Where Fate cuts off the very Hope of Day, 
And everlaſting Night and Horror reign. 


Row Tamerlane. 


| This . Horror 
Iss fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul: 


Here's 
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Here's Room for Meditation e en to Madneſs, 
Till the Mind burſt with thinking. 
Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


My ſad Soul has 
Form'd a diſmal melancholy Scene; 
Such a Retreat as I would wiſh to find : : 
An unfrequented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
Moſſy and old, within whoſe loneſome Shades 
Ravens and Birds ill-omen'd only dwell ; 
No Sound to break the Silence, but a Brook | 
That bubbling winds among the Weeds; no Mark 
Of any human Shape that had been there ; 
Unleſs a Skeleton of ſome poor Wretch, 
Who had long fince, like me, by Love undone, 
Sought that ſad Place out to deſpair, and die in. 


s 


There is a ſtupid Weight upon my Senſes, . 
A diſmal fallen Sühne cat faccerds Is 488; 
The Storm of Rage and Grief ; like filent Death, 
After the Tumult and the Noiſe of Life. ; 
Would it were Death, (as ſure tis wond'rous like it, 
For I am ſiek of living: My Soul's pall'd, * 
She kindles not with Anger or Revenge. 
Love was th' informing active Fire within ; 
Now that is quench'd, the Maſs forgets to move, 
And longs to mingle with its Kindred Earth, IA 


Be dumb for ever, filent as the Grave; 
Nor let thy fond officious Love diſturb 
My ſolemn Sadneſs with the Sound of Joy: 
If thou wilt ſooth me, tell ſome diſmal Tale 
Of pining Diſcontent and black Deſpair ; FFD 
|; For, oh I I've gone around thro' all my Thoughts, 
But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loſt for ever. 
Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


H 4 | Ok! 


te 5 
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Oh ! I have Cauſe to curſe my Life, my Being; 
To curſe each Morn, each chearful Morn, that dawn 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings 
To ev'ry wretched Creature but my ſelf, 

To me it brings more Pain and iterated Woes. 
Rowse's Dis. 


Have I not Cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, 
To rend my Heart with Grief, and run diſtracted ? 
Talk not of Comfort, tis for lighter Ils: 

I will indulge my Sorrows, and give Way 
To all the Pangs and Fury of Deſpair. | 
App150N's Cate, 


* Is [Comfort] to be found in thinking, then ? 
Oh no! my Mind has rang'd from Thought to 
| Thought, | | 

Fromr Place to Place, to ſeek it—but in vain; 
At length it came unto the Court of Death. *' 
In ſullen Majeſty the Horror ſat. pity Tei 
Surrounded by a:Croud. of | buſy Courtiers';;, 
Pain, Sickneſs, Frenzy, and ten thouſand: Cares. 
Dreadful he lookt,. yet dreadful ſmil'd on me. 
He ſmil'd, and feat his Minifter Deſpair | 
To tempt me in with Promiſe of Relief. 

| MARTYN's Timolror. 


| * All-judging Heav'n 

Was there no Bolt, no Puniſhment above ?— 

No none is equal to deſpairing Love: | 
Hell loudly owns it and the Damn'd themſelves 


Smile to behold a. Wretch more curs'd than they. 
| HavAR D' Scanderbeg. 


* Conſider how the Peſperate fight ;— 
D ſtrikes wild — but often fatal too 
And in the mad Encounter wins Succeſs. 
| Havard's Regulus. 


D E- 
1 
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DEVOTION. 00 
Devotion in Dil: 
Is born, but vaniſhes in Happineſs. 
Berne, ld Lowe. 


Methinks at ſuch a glorious Refignatian, 
The angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n,. 
With charming Voices and with lulling Strings, 
To give full Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 
| LEE“. Theodoffus. 5 


No 8 can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul, 
You have new form'd, new moulded my Concoptions 
And 'by the Platform of a Work divine, 
New fram'd, new built me, to your own Deſires: ö 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 
And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection; 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot or Vot'fy's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his Steps. : 
| Whom we far off adore. x Bid; A 


* Byt behold aan 
The glimmering Duſk, involving Air and Sky, 
Creeps ſlow and ſolemn on. Devotion now. 
With Eye enraptur'd, as the kindling Stars 
Light, one by one, all Heayen into a Glow 
Of living Fire, adores the Hand divine... 
Who form'd * Orbs, and | page forth, Glory on 


1948; ee 9 
DIS AP POINTMENT in Lovs, 7 


Are chen che Joys of this bleſs'd-Meeting daſt'd - * 
So ſoon, ſo ſoon will Fortune ſnatch.thee from me, 
And mock my vain Embraces. Thus like one 

11 5 | Whe 


— 
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Who in a Dream with mighty Toil and Labour, 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form, 
Juf as he ſeems to claſp the lovely ObjeR, 
It ſlides away, and vaniſhes to Air: 
So I who thro' oppoſing Difficulties, 
Have cut my tedious Way to thy lov'd Arms; 
At length am diſappointed, and but ſee thee 
To take my laſt Farewell. O flipp'ry State 
Of human Pleaſures, fleet and volatile, 
_—_ —— 3 again 1 one ſhort Moment, 
To mortify our Hopes, ge our Suff rings. 
| Taar's þ-» AY 


O Love! how are thy precious ſweeteſt Moments 
Thus ever croſs'd, thus vex'd with Diſappointments ! 
Now Pride, now Fickleneſs, fantaſtick Quarrels, 
And ſullen Coldneſs give us Pain by Turns; 
Malicious meddling Chance is ever buſy 
To bring us Fears, Diſquiet and Delays ; 

And ev'n at laſt, when, after all our Waitin 

Eager we think to ſnatch the dear-bought Bliſs, 

Ambition calls us to its ſullen Cares, 

And Honour, ſtern, impatient of Neglect, 

Commands us to forget our Eaſe and Pleaſures, 

As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 

And Love were not the Buſineſs of our Lives. 
| Rowe's Uly/er. 


#* Oh ! be huſh'd, 

Ye Dictates of my ever-torturing Reaſon : 

Let me not think that I have lov'd, much lefs, 

That I ſtill love, where all Returns are hopeleſs. 

Frelerick is now another's, and whate er 

My firſt Pretenſions were, they now are nothing. 

What do I here then ? — Why aim I to renew 

The Memory of paſt Tranſports in his Mind, 

And become doubly wretched, by adding Guilt of 
v (2 
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TO Eirs, Marwoon's Faded Dubs 4 
Liz, Haywood's Frederic Brunſwick. 
viel ug of | 


DISGUISE. 


If but as well I other Accents borrow, 
| = can my Speech diſguiſe, my ood Intent 
through itſelf to that Iſſue, 

For — 1 chang'd my Likeneſs. 
1 s King Lear: 


I've heard the Powers themſelves of old for Love, 
Far leſs than mine have left their ſtarry SH 
And hid their daggling Forms in brutal 8 
Leſs charming were the mr wg ory * 
And more their Condeſcenſion. TRAr' 


* Stay, Madam. 

This new Embarraſſment, of mingled Pains ; 
This r in Rage; theſe Hopes, Fears, 

tartings, 
This Art, to — ſome ill-hid Diſtreſs 
That caſts Confuſion o'er your troubled Soul: | 
Half Sentences broke ſhort, Looks fill'd with Horror, 
nein to cover Danger. 


Hitz” j Meroge. 


* As you four my Softneſs of Complexion, 
111 ſtain it with the Juice of duſcy Leaves, 
Or yellow Berries, which this various Wood  _ 
From Tree and Shrub will yield me. - Theſe Fll uſe 
And form a thouſand Methods to conceal 
The little Gleams of Grace, which Nature lent me. 
n — Leun 


218. 


1 
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DISHONESTY. 


Diſhoneſt Minds, juſt like the jaundic'd Sight, 
See honeſt Deeds in a diſhoneſt Light: 
Thro' Clouds of Guilt, the Innocent they view, 
And ftain each Virtue with ſome vicious Hue. 
The Juſt and Good look with a different Eye, 
By generous Hearts ho generous Actions try : 
Govern'd by Honour, Honour they revere, 


And think cath Virtue, like their own, ſincere. 
|  BELLER'S's Injured Innocence. 


DISSEMBLER. 


Why y, Jean ſmile, Wer murder while J tile: 
And ery Content to that which grieves wy Heart, 
And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my F ace.to all Occaſions. 
- SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. Part 3. 


Thou ſhalt not, break yet, Heart; nor — | 


know Þ 
My inward Torment by my outward Show. 
To let her ſee my, Weakneſs were too baſe, 
Difſembl'd"Quiet fit upon my Face; 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Paſſage find, 
Bur tet it inward fink, and drown m Mind; 
Falſhood ſhall. Want itz Triumph: 1 F 


To ſtagger, but Pl) prop. myſelf within; 


— ſpacious Tow'r no Ruin ſhall diſcloſe, | 
wn at once > thy Wt Fabrick £968. | 


Davos Auronguche, 


In vain 8 babes me with your i ft Endearments, 
And ſet the faireſt Countenance to View; 
Your gloomy Eyes betray a Deadneſs, 
And. inward Languiſhing : That Oracle 
Eats like a ſubtle Worm its venom'd Way, 


. Preys 


3 TO: dt we 
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Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
Howe le er the beauteous N ſhews ſo lovely. 
5 Lee; Oed 


1 cannot hows 4 to conntentais i is baſe 
And cruel too; diſſembl'd Love is like 


The Poiſon of Perfumes, a a killing Sweetneſs, 
SBWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


Forgive me then ye faithful * n 
Teach me to look like you, to ſteal your Pains; -*- 

To make diſſembl'd Tears ſucceſsful ſtart, 

And dropping ſeem to ecol the love-{ick Heart: 

Then when you view me ſirogglix in the Snare, 

Of lying Fears, ſick Hopes and ff Deſpair; 

For the ſad Trial let your Pity plead, TN 


And Heav'n who made the * excuſe the * 


20 my lovd Pines, 1 cannot truſt this DA... 
His are the Homages which I diſtruſt; . 
Yon undeſigning Croud wears no Diſguiſe, 
But this Man's artful Words too ſmoothly ""Y 


To ſpring from that plain Thing, an heneſt Heart. | 
Lewis's Phill of Macedon, , 


NIST CNS EEO N. 


Look freſn and merrilyj, 

Let not on; rn we ag Y * 

But bear it as our Roman Actors do, | 

With untir'd Spirits, and a formal Conſtancy. 
SHAKESPEAR's Fuling Ceſar. | 


Well mock the Time with faireſt Show ; 
Fair Mey: == muſt Ur what the falſe Heart does know. 
10 01 eee, 
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1 Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
hey do ſuggeſt at firft with heav'nly Shews, 
af do now. SHAKESPEAR' : Othells. 


Now we muſt ſhew a Maſterpiece indeed, 
To meet the Man whom we wou'd make an End of, 
Ev'n at that Time when mortal War's within, 


When the Blood boils and flaſhes to be at him; 


Yet then to ſhew the Signs of heartieſt Love, 
To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep, to fear. 
Liz's Maſſacre of Paris, 


Nothing is more tedious to a Wretch 
O'erwhelnd with Miſery, than to difſemble 
2 Grief, and be deny d to give it Vent. | 

Tzxar's Abramules 


Curſe on him 
Firſt flatter d with his Tongue. ; on her that. firſt 
Diſſembl'd in her Silence: 
What Miſeries have they entail'd on Life, 
To bring in Fraud and Diffidence in Love ! 
Simplicity's the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion ; 
Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour'd, 


That at our Feet effuſes all his Soul, 


Muſt Woman cold appear, falſe to herſelf and him. 
STEELE's Lying Lowers. 


Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood 


Smiles 3 in in thy Lips, and flatters in thy Eyes. 


SMITH's Phedra and eum, 


Diſſimulation dwells | 
As at her Home in every Smile he wears. _ | 
 SeweLL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


The Man 4 dares to deff Miſdeeds, 
And colour them with Virtue's Name, deſerves 
A double Puniſhment from Gods and Men. 
Cu, Jonxsox' Medza. 


* Obey 
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* Obey me, Features, for one ſupple Moment: 
You ſhall not long be tortured. _ Here, in Courts, 


We mult not wear the Soldier's honeſt Face. 
THomPs0N's Agamemnon. 


It was, however, hard, a bitter Taſk, 
To wink at publick Villainy ; to wipe _— 
Each honeſt Paſſion from my livid Face, | 
To bind my Hands, and ſeal my quiv'ring Lips, 
While my Heart burn'd with Rage, and deal up 
A Storm of Indignation. | Bid. 

* Luſt and Ambition, Miran, are the Springs 
Of all his Actions, whilſt, without one Virtue, 
Diſſimulation, like a flatt' ring Painter, 
Bedecks him with the colouring of them all. 

M1LLtr's Mabomes; 


* Let honeſt Fools the boaſt of Truth enjoy 
To look by Nature, and through Paſſions ſpeak ; 
But Men like me th' inverted Act maintain 
To weep in Pleaſure, and to —_ at Pain. 
F AVARD's Regulus, 


It muſt be ſo ! were Men t'appear themſelves, 
Set free from Cuſtoms that reſtrain our Nature, 
Nor Wolves, nor Tygers would diſpute more fiercely } 
Yet all we boaſt above the Brute is What? N 
That in our Times of Need we dare diſſemble! 
CiBBeR's King Fobn; 


| gut be ſure, 
Suſpicion is abroad ; it marks your Steps. 


- 


Would you inſure theſe Threats, which now are Air, 


Keep your Eye conſtant ; let no Paſſion ſhake it, 
No Colour change your Cheek; open your Face 


In Smiles, and let your Tongue | grow looſe in 


Flattery, Francis's Conflantine. 
DIS 
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DISTRACTION, 


A thouſand Thoughts prey on my tortur'd Soul, 
And whirling Fancy turns my Senſes round. 
SOUTHERN's Loyal Brother, 


What ſhall I do? His Fury wildly 
Champs upon the Curd: | 
Anon it foams, and ftarting with a Bound, 
Hurries him headlung far from Reaſon's Road: 
Iſhake, I tremble at the diſmal Conſequence ; 
I can no longer bear this mortal Agony 
In him whom dearer than myſelf. I love. 
Dxxis' Ipbigenia. 


Oh! hide me from him! 
Ye Walls, ye Pillars, from your Baſis ſtart, | 
And cruſh me with your Fall, ye vaulted Roofs : 
Earth ope, and living in thy Womb involve me; 
Confuſion ſeize-me, Madneſs waſte my Reaſon, 
That I may never, never think again. 
OL pmixon's Governor of Cyprus. 


DISTRUST. 


Siffredi gives his Daughter to my Wiſhes 
Jut does the give herſelf ? Gay, young, and flatter'd, 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthful Heart 
Yield to my harſher, uncomplying Years ? 
I am not form'd, by Flattery and Praiſe, 
By Sighs and Tears, and all the whining Trade 
Of Love, to feed a fair one's Vanity ; 
To charr at once and ſpoil her. Theſe ſoft Arts 
Nor ſuit my Years, nor Temper ; theſe be left 
To Boys and doating Age. bp 
> , TroMr$SQYN's Tancred and Sigi/munda. 


92 
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* When 
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When deſperate Ills demand a ſpeedy Cure, 


Diſtruſt is Cowardice, nn Folly. - 
S. JounsoN's Irene, 


DOUBT. 


Doubt is r Eaſe to thoſe that fear the worſt. 
Dar State of Innocence. 


Oh ! how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt wy 
My D like Birds when frighted from their 


Around the Place, wha all was huſh'd — 


Flutter and hardly flutter, and hardly ſettle an 
Orwar' Des 


* 


And yet 
A kind of Weight hangs heavy at my Heart; 
My flagging Soul flies under her own Pitch, 
like k owl & in Air, too damp, and lugs along 


As if ſhe were a Body in a Body, 
And not a mounting Subſtance made of Fre. 


My Senſes too are dull, and * 4 2. 
Their Edge rebated; ſare ſome | 
And ſome kind Spirit knocks ſoftly at my Soul; ; 


To ol. me. Fate, at Hand. 
Dx»zn's Don Sebaſtian. . 


Come to my Arms, far dearer than my Souls | 
To doubt my Paſſion. ſhews how well thou lov'ſt ; FF 
Such kind Suſpicion gives me new Delight, | 


And I am * beyond a Mortal's Share 
Mrs. WiskMaAN's aul. 


D O Y k. 


* Thus when of old. the Dove was cot cerploe | 
The long-wiſh'd Bleſſings of a rifing Shorey _ -_- 
At length a diſtant ſpringing Grove ſhe ſpies, 

Crops the firſt Branch, a ſure credential Prize ; 


<<. - 
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Then to the rarry Ark reſumes her Wings, 
And to the World preſerv'd the peaceful Olive brings. 
c CiBBER's King Fohn, 


DREAM S. 


As one who in ſome frightful Dream would ſhun 
His preſſing Foe, labours in vain to run. 
And his own Slowneſs in his Sleep bemoans 
With thick fhort Sighs, weak Cries, and tender 
Groans. DrYDEN's Congueſt of Granada. 


A Dream o'ertook me at my waking Hour 
This Morn ; and Dreams, they ſay, are then divine, 
When all the balmy Vapours are exhal'd, 
And ſome o erpow'ring God continues Sleep. 7 
D&avyDen's Den Sebaſtian, 


- Like one, 
Who in a Dream with mighty Toil and Labour, 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form, 
1 as he ſeems to claſp the lovely Object, 
t ſlides away and vaniſhes to Air. | 
; | Trar's Abramule, 


* Let Fools and Cowards ſtart at Fancy's Viſions, 
Thy well-taught Spirit knows theſe Dreams are bred 
From Fumes and Indigeſtions that oppreſs 
The Mind, which thus o'erloaded, ſtill throws off 
Theſe Crudities, theſe Ordures of the Soul: 

As ſuch deſpiſe them.  Themiftaclts, 


* *Tis ſaid the Soul, while the tir d Body ſleeps, 
Her Manſion often leaves, and roves abroad, 
Sometimes to Groves and ſolitary Cells ; 
Sometimes to Courts, to Cities, and to Camps, 
Mingling with Crouds, then ſtrangely left alone. 

The Fall of Mortimer. 


* When 
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* When:di t with her black Curtain veils the 

or n 121 | | | TE 
And Sleep chains up the Faculties of Men, 
The looſen'd Soul oft takes its airy Flight, 
Through Ways impaſſable, and craggy Steeps; 
Sometimes deſcending to old Ocean's Boſom 
Anon ſhe bounds, and on Olympus” Top, 
With Wings expanded, ſeems to reach the Stars. 

| Marsn's Amaſirs 


DRINKING. 


My Heart is thirſty for that noble Pledge, 
Fill, Lucius, till the Wine o'er-ſwells the Cup, 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' Love. 
SHAKESPEAR's Julias Ceſar. 


Come to the Banquet all, 

And revel out the Day, tis my Command ; 
Gay as the Perfian God, our ſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd Goblet in our lifted Hand : 
Young Ammon and Statira fhall go round, 
While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 
All drink it deep, and while it flies about, 
Mars and Bellona join to make us Muſick. 
A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 
White as his Beams: Speak the big Voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our filver 'Trumper, 
Till we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſures 
In Bowls of Nectar, and replying Thunder. 

| a Lee's Alexander. 

Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 5 

Jocund, and free, and ſwell the Feaſt with Mirth ; 
The ſprightly Bowl ſhall chearfully go round, 
None ſhall be grave, or too ſeverely wiſe: 
Loſſes and Diſappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rich Man's Inſolence, and great Man's Scorn, 


— 
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In Wine ſhall be forgotten all. To- morrow 
Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretched. 
* Rows's Fair Penitent. 


Hard are the Laws of Love's deſpotick Rule, 
And every Joy is trebly bought with Pain. 
Crown we the Goblet then, and call on Bacchus, 
Bacchus | the jolly God of laughing Pleaſures. 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, 
Apollo's Lyre, and Herme's tuneful Shell: 
Let Wine and Muſick join to ſwell the Triumph, 
To ſmooth uneaſy Thoughts, and lull Defire. 

Rows's Ulyſes. 


DROWNING. 


He-in the general Rout 
Miſtook a ſwelling Current for a Ford, 
And in Mucazor's Blood was ſeen ta riſe, 
Thrice was he ſeen, at length his Caurſer plung'd, 
And threw him off, the Waves whelm'd. o'er him, 
And helpleſs in his heavy Arms he drown'd. 
2 £ _ Dx vpen': Den Sebaſtian. 


Like ſome deſpairing Wreteh, 
That boldly: plunges in the frightful Deep, 
Then pants and e with the whirling Waves, 
And catches every ſlender Reed to ſave him. 
SmiTH's Phedra and Hyppolitus. 


DRUNKENNESS. 


a 


Till wicked Drink poſſeſſes you again, 
That Bane to Vertue and to comon Senſe, 
That makes you live in a continued Miſt, 
Without the Benefit of one; clean Thought; 
Nature has prudently contriv'd each Man 
In the worſt Miſeries of human Life 


Would 


the ENGL 1SH STAGE. 165 | 


Would be himſelf, and I, would be I ftill,, * * 
But ſordid Drunkenneſs makes you differ more 
From your lov'd Self, than from e . 


You think aste the / /fimeſt. Gene 
When you are moſt to be deſpis'd and pity d; 
Not Monkies can be more ridiculous, 
Beſides the Infamy vou muſt contract 
In the Opinion of the Good and Wiſe. | 
As ſoon I'd chooſe a Madman for a Friend ;* 
You vomit Secrets when o'ercharg'd with Wine, 
You often quarrel with the beſt of Friends: 1 
And ſhe muſt be as bold as is a Lioneſs 
Who takes you for a Huſband Drink in ſhort 
Pro vokes you to all Folly, to all Vice, 
Till you dane a 17 uſance to | Cs 
See, : hon, 

By Daa you are aſdeſs at the bed, g 
5 — Flies or- — meer Droues. Nan 
What Office is there in a Commonwealtin 
A Drunkard can ſuſtain? unleſs it be one 
To be a Strainer through which Claret runs. 
Your Nerves you weaken, and you drown vour Minds ; 
You're all meer Sops in Wine, your Brains are Boys; 
A Toaſt is — to a common Drur 

. SAA UW EIL 's Sewers. 


* 0 when we ſwallew down 
Intoxicating Wine, we drink Damnation; 
Naked we ſtand the Sport of mocking Fiends, 
Who grin to ſee our noble Natare g 
Subdued to Beaſts. Well is drunken Gd 
Drawn in his Fady y Carr by reinleſs Tygers sz 
Our Paſſions then, like ſwelling Seas, break in; 
The Monarch Reaſon's govern d by our Blood, 5 
The noiſy Populace declare for Liberty, | 
While Anarchy, and riotous Confuſion, - | 
Uſurp the . s Throne, claim his Prevogative, 


5 


166 The BEAUTIES of 


Till gentle Sleep exhales the boiling Surfeit ; 
Then this unnatural Rebellion's quell'd, 
The Faction quieted ; thoſe mad Mechanics 
Our trait'rous Spirits all again ſubſide, 
Each to the Body's proper Work repairs. 
| Cn. Jounson's Wies Relief, 


DUNGEON. 


Then to a Dungeon's Depth I ſent both bound, 
Where ſtow'd with Snakes and Adders now they lodge, 
Two Planks their Bed, ſlipp'ry with Ooze and Lime, 
The Rats bruſh o'er their Faces with their Tails, 
And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their Limbs. 

Darpzx' King Arthur, 


Haſte to the Duugeon, plunge them down 
Far from the Hopes of Day, then let them lie 

Baniſh'd this World, while yet alive and groan 
In Darkneſs and in Horror, let double Chains 
Conſume the Fleſh of Memnor's loaded Limbs, 
Till Death ſhall knock them off. Younc's Bufiri:, 


IT am rival'd by his Chains, they claſp 
The Hero round (a cold unkind Embrace) 
And but an Earneſt of far worſe to come. 
While he my Soul in Dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 
Breaths N unwholeſome Steams, and 8 
oiſon. N 


Thou ſubterranean Sepulchre of Peace 
Thou Home of Horror ! Hideous Neſt of Crimes ! 
Guilt's firſt ſad Stage to her dark Road to Hell! 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs Paſſages for Air, 
To keep alive the Wretch that longs to die! 
Ye low-brow'd Arches, thro' whoſe ſullen Gloom 


Reſound the ceaſeleſs Groans of pale Deſpair ! 7 
e 


on 
d. 


Ye 


More ſhe _ faying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt, 
She half pron ar om with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd k half Pente 
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Ye dreadful Shambles, cak'd with human Blood! 
Receive a' Gueſt, from ſar, far other Scenes. 


Younc's Brothers, 


| There to lie 
Where never Sun-beam pierc'd the ſolid Gl | 
Where Nis, Chains, and Doors, that that griod d the 4 
in * 
To let in new 7 Difreſ, make hideous Concert. | 
5 Faaxcis' L G 


DYING. 


ying Looks, where new-born Be ſhines, 

17. with Bluſhes, modeſtly 8 

ile Death approach d with a majeſtick Grace, 
Pleas'd to 1 — once in ſuch a Face; 
Her Arms, ſpread to receive her welcome G 
With a glad Sigh ſhe drew into her Breaſt ; 
Her Eyes then ing towards Heav'n ſhe 
To thank the Powrs that Death was come at laſt ; 


And at th roach of the cold filent God 
Ten tho idden Glories ruſh'd Abroad. 
RoCcHESTER's . 
His Eye-Balls roll in Death: | ' 


Behold the ling'ring Soul's convulſive Strife, 
His thick ſhort Breath catches at parting Life. 
Darpx' Conqueſt of Granada. 


L A for Love. 


Th He n _ 15 1 
Taper's {| and this is aze. = 
* * Lzz'; Cæſar Borgia. | 


_ His 
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His drooping Lids, that ſeem'd for ever clos d, 
Were famtly rear'd to tell me that he liv'd.; | 
The Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkl'd no more with that majeſtick Fire, 

At which even Kings have trembl'd, but had loſt 
Their common uſeful Office, and were ſhaded 
With an eternal Night. © © 

er) aaNet Rowe's Aubin Stepmother, 


Thee Life gave Way, and the laſt * Breath 
Went in that Sigh, Death like a brutal Victor 
Already entred, with rude Haſte defaces 
The lovely Frame he's maſter d: See how ſoon 
Thoſe ſtarry Eyes have loſt their Light and Loſtre. 

A deadly Cold has froze the Bl | 
The phant Limbs grow ſtiff and loſe their Uſe, | 
And all the animating Fire is quench d, 

Even Beauty too is dead, 'an en 

Grows o'er the Roſes, the red Lips have loſt 

Their fra ant Hue, for Want of that ſweet Breath, 

That bless d em with its Odours as it paſs'd. 
7 Rows” s Tamerlan, 


The 1 Slamber of the Grave i is on me; 
 Evn all the tedious Life of Day I've wander'd, 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes: 
At length 'tis Night, and I have reach'd my Home; 
F — 5 all the Toils and Troubles paſt. 

lay me down, and 5 for ever, Jbid, 


A Sn I am near Er End, 
My Head runs roun my egin to fail; 
{ And dancing Shadows ſwim beter my Sight: 


I can no more: Receive me, thou cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent, take me to to thy Boſom, | 
And let me 1 with thee. RoWE' Jans Shore, 


Can I behold thee thus ? 
See the pale Fingers of approaching Death, 


Damping 


PF 
r. 


ping 
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Dam thoſe Beauties, 17 th Flames, 
oy y moan thee with an Sorrow 
Szwart 5 12 abe, Rahigh. 


F 
hold me 


mos raining Eyes half burſt their wat'ry Balls ! 

wy glare'(6,farch 6. pdrtia Look! 
Ind 11 convulſive, ſhakes her gling Boſom : 
Care comes too late; — her quiverin Lee grow pale ; 
And frighted Beauty, loth to leave its Manfion, 
Ebbs flow, with the — Blood away. 


HIL I' Henry V. 
* The Pains of Death are on me, 


My. Haar Enicy down Convulſions ſhake my Breaſt, 
A ſhuddering creeps cold along my Veins,” - 


owDpE's Philaas. 


There Death diſplays 

His utmoſt Terrors.—Pale and lifeleſs, there 

She lies, whoſe Looks were Love, whoſe Beauty fail'd 
Ts ſweet ce of endenring Vittye, 

HOMPSON's Edward and Ehomra. 


| - * See that ſweet Boſom 0 

All goo and bloody, heaving yet in Death ! | 

on her quiv'ring Lips, and that dead Pale - 
That creeps o'er all oom. Fiona. 


DYING of Orp Ac. 


The Hand of Death 
Comes, like eternal Night, with her dark Wing, _ 
To bar the comfortable Light for ever 
From theſe my aged Eyes. Lac, anus. 


Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy d, 


Bur fell like Autumn Fruit that mellow d 8 | 
Vor. 5 1 * 18 


And c ag Milts Gere o ereloud my Cvimming Eyes. 
R 


— 
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Even wonder:d at becauſe he dropt no ſconer ; 

Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore Years, 

Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more, 

Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 

The Wheels of weary Life at laſt food ſtill. 
 Davypen's Oedipus, 


He with a cold 
And waking Hand, E in the Pangs of Death, 
Groan d out a Partin 
Fain would have ſpo e, but faulter'd in his Speech 
With undiſtinguiſh'd Sounds. 
DxYDEN's Don Sebaſtian, 


SMBS. 


O the Eagle, 

That bears the Thais of our Grandiire 3 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring 
Forſake the Neſt, to try his tender Pinions 
In the wide untrack'd Air, till bolder rown, 
Now like a Whirlwind on the Shepherd's Fold, 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 4 
Or fixing on ſome Dragon's ſcaly Hide, 

Eager 0 of Combat, and his future F caſt, 
Bears him aloft, He oy and in-vain, 
Wreathing his ſpiry Tail. Rowe": LUA e.. 


The Eagle chus prepar'd to mount the Sky 
( To the Sun's Orb undazzled darts his Eye, 
And ſpurns the Ground with awful Dignity ; | 
Exulting in his Pride, is pleas'd to view 


Th feath 47 ibe, anhin where he flew 
e er d Tri £ we 


y 3 9 0 7 
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With failing Strength they tempt the wond'rous 5 


Height, 
But faint — the radiant Load of Light. 
While he alone enjoys the ſovereign 8 way: 
Alone ſupports the Sun's enereaſing Ray, 
And A; revels in the Blaze of Day. 
| Manrtyw's Timoleon, 


* As when ſome nt his dread- Length extends, 
Safe in the Brake, his ſcal'd Curls unbends 
Jove's watchful Bird down from his Height of Skies 
Impetuous ſtoops, then gripes ſecure the Prize; 

Vain is Reſiſtance now, nor aught avail, _ 
The Creſt erected high, and wreathing Tail; 
His ftrong-ribb'd Sides the Vieor-Ragle * 
And tears him ſruggling, as aloft he ſoars. 
- ,Frowpe's Philetas.. 


ira 

The moiſt Star, Io. 3 

| Upon whoſe Influence Neptune's E u AA 
as ſick * to . with dine. 


SHAKESPBAR's Hmm; W 


Tue Silver Moon is all . 15 

A ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face; 5 

A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the lab'ring Planet. 

Sound there, ſound all your Inſtruments of Wi,” 79 

Clarions and Trumpete, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 

And beat a en Drums, to help ber Labour. 
Daxpsx 2 { LEE Ordipas. .: 


Struggling in dark eliple ind: hootibg Day, bes 
On —— Side of of the black Orb that veil him. 
Darpzx' Don Seboflian. 


I 2 ELDER 
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ELDER BROTHER. 


My Claim to her by Elderſhip I prove; 
Age is a Plea in Empire, not in Love. 
Dzrpen's Indian Emperor, 


Birthright's a vulgar Road to kingly Sway, 
"Tis ev? u dal t elder Brother's 2 ; t 
'd — above, he lights into «nr 
Grows of a Piece with that he Gts upo 
Heav'n's Choice ! a low, n righ hitful Drone. 
Darpzw'i Aurengzebe. 


I lov'd her erſt, en quit my Claim, 
Bat will profes the Kindright of my Paflion. 


Orwar' Orphan. 


| Is not the Elder 
By Nature pointed out for Preference? 
Is not his Right enroll'd among thoſe Laws 
Which * ow World's vaſt Frame in beauteous 
er 
Aſt thoſe thou aum att bit now, what made them 
Lords? F 
What Titles had they had, if Merit only 
Could have conferr'd a Right ? If Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt-deſerving firſt, 
And ftamp'd the noble Mark of Elderſhip 
Upon their baſer Metal. 
Row Ambitious Stepmother. 


* An Elder e a leſs awful Parent, 

He ſhould aſſwage you, he ſhould intercede ; 

Soften my F ailings, and indulge my Youth,” | 
| KG's 


g A - 
- RI. O- 
| 1 


* 
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* LON . | 


For your Words they rob the Hybla Bees, | 
And leave them honeyleſs. 


 SMAKESPRAR's Julia: Car. 


Ey iy Word he ſpeaks a Syren's Note 
To drown the careleſs Hearer n 
 BeaunonT's Sea 8 


Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Foals, 
Or Knaves, who uſe. them when they want good! 


Senſe; -—- 1 
But Hone _ no \ Diſguiſe or Ornament, 
— F Orwar' Orphan. 


When K ſpoke, what tender Words he us'd ! 
So ſoftly, that like Flakes of feather'd Snow, 
They melted as they fell, Dzronn' 's Spanifſe Friar. 


| I'll 
To change the Soldier's to he) Lover's Style, 
Uſe all the ſtrongeſt El that Art | 
Or the ſharp Anguiſh of my Soul can frame, 
TOs 4 Pa and promote my Love. 
LIE Kd eat 


Ye faithful ny old, 
Whoſe Spirits once inform d the female Mold“. 
Who for the Charms of ſome ſucceſsful Youth, 

Have prov'd bleft Miracles of Love and Truths 
Deſcend and give, ye. fair Caleſtial Throng, al 
Fire to my an, a d Muſick to my Tongue. 

| _ SBWELL's Sir Walter . 


9 Wees! thou violated Fair, 
— art thou woo'd, and won to eicher Bed, 


95 or Wrong! O when Injuſtice folds thee, 
Doſt — 4 thy Charms for pleafing him, 
And bluſh at * Lia Charles I. 


- 


* Could 
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Could Words, O Regulus, expreſs the Joy, 
The Fulnefs of our Joy — thy Return; * 
This welcome Office had not then been mine; 
Then, every Grace that marks the Orator, 
The Force of Rhetorick, the Flowers of Speech, 
That Athens practis'd, or Minerva taught; ä 
Had all been ſummon d to perform the Taſk, 
And all been baffled in the weak Attempt. | 

K Hava Regulus. 


* Now with fine Phraſe, and Foppery of Tongue, 


More — Action, and a ſmoother Tone 
That Orator of Fable, and fair Face, : 


Will teal on your brib'd Hearts. ** 
l * Ya YouxG's Brethers, 
— e 25 
"Ant. 1 thought how thoſe white Arms would fold 


me in, 8 ** 
And ftrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love : - 


So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, - 


And added all my Strength to eve ow. 
Cleop Towns 1 — my S0 . my Arms, 
You've. been too long away from my Embraces ; 
But when I have you faſt, and all my own, _ 
With broken Murmurs, and tumultuous Sighs, 
I'll ſay you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 
Let Cæſar ſpread his ſubtle Nets like Vulcan, 


In thy Embraces I would be beheld 


By Heav'n and Earth at once, 4226945, 15 
And make their Envy what they meant their Sport : 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh, I would love on 

With awful State, regardleſs of their Frown, 
As their ſuperior God. Dzxvpen's All for Love. 


Let me bold thee * f 


Thus to my Boſom ! Ages let me graſp thee, © 4 
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Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Si 

Tho' round my Bed the Furies 12 Charms, 

Il break them with Focafia in my Arms : © 

Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom, 

And act my Joys, tho' Thunder ſhake the Room. 
Lee's Oedipus. 


I ſwear I preſs thee with as hearty Joy 
As ever feartul Bride embrac'd her Man, | 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak'd and band 
Her Lover Wer and * by her Side. 

LII'II Theodoftus. 


Oh! I will hold thee with theſe longing Arms ; 
Hold thee till Morn, and from that Morn till 
- . Evening; 
From Evening to Mid- day, from Day to Night, 
From Night to Death ——1['l] claſp thee thus for 


er. LEE“. Lucius 3 A ad 


Eternal Comfort's in th © Armge: © .: 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter — 


Thus ** me grow to thee, 00 cloſe for Fate to 
ever: | 

Oh ! let Death find me in theſe dear, dear Arme, 

And looking on thee, ſpare my better Part, 

And take me willing hence. — 's Cleoments, 


Thus, my Chrajeis, thus 
Embrace me cloſe, and join thy Lips to mige. 
There's no Security in other fares 24 
Here 1 is rivetted alone; 

Here nothing fades, nothing decays; the Sweets 
Immortal are, and never ceaſe to ſpring. 


Than downy Pillows, deck'd with Leaves of Roſes. * | 
Orwar' s Venice Preſerv'd.- 


Lansbown's Heroic Lowe: 


2357 X 14 | O let 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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O let me preſs thee, 
Pant on thy Boſom, fink into thy Arms, 
And lofe myſelf in the luxurious Fold. 
Rowz ' Jane Shore, 


EMPEROR and BMPPRE.. 
| See GREATNESS. 


To you the Drudg'ry of Pow'r I give; 
Cares be your Lot; reign you, and let me live : 
Were I a God, the drunken World ſhould roll, 
The little Emmets with the human Soul TTUE 
Care for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I ſate, 


And ſecond Cauſes did the Work of Fate. 


DzYpsn's Aurengzebe, 


There's no true Joy in ſuch unwieldly Fortune: 
Eternal Gazers laſting Troubles make, 
All find my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 
Why was I born a Prince ? Proclaim'd a God ? 
Yet have no Liberty to look Abroad. 
Thus Palaces in Proſpect bar the Eye, - 
Which pleas'd and free would o'er the Cottage fly, 


Oer flow'ry Lawns to the gay diſtant Sky. 


Farewell then Empire, and the Racks of Love ; 

By all the Gods, 1 will to Wilds remove, 

Stretch'd like a Silvan «7 on Graſs lie down, 

And quite forget that e er I wore a Cron. 

bs or r Lzte's Alexander. 

When Empire in its Childhood firſt appears, 

A watchful Fate o'erſees its tender Years ; 

Till grown more ſtrong, it thruſts, and ſtretches out, 

And elbows all the Kingdoms round about: 

The Place thus made for it's firſt breathing free 

It moves again .for Eaſe and W 

Till ſwelling by Degrees, it has paſſeſs'd 

The greater Space, and now crowds up the Reſt ; 

When from behind there ſtarts ſome petty State, 

And puſhes on its now unwieldly Fate: 
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Then down the Precipice of Time it goes, 
And ſinks in Minutes, which in Ages roſe. . 
nn 


Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill d 
With ſcepter d Slaves, who waited to ſalute me ? 
hehe, Eaſtern Monarchs, who the Sun | 

o worſhip my Upriſing ?-Meni 
r ards, bp 
Stood filent in my Prefence, watch'd my Eyes, 
And at my leaſt ommand all ſtarted uy” 
Like Racers for the Goal, Dx rox“ All fir Love. 


Emperor ! Why that's the Style of Victory! 
The conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
_ Salutes his Gen'ral thus. But never more 
Shall that Sound reach-my Ears ; 
For I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 
The Name of Soldier with ingloriqus Eaſe ; 
In the full Vintage of my flowing Hanours, 
Sat ſtill, and PR it oreſs'd by other Hands. Bil. 


Oh ! that I bad been born ſome A 
And never known a Life ſo great, ſo vain 
Where I th' Extremes might not be forc'd to chaſe, _ 
And, * ſome mean Wife, no Crown. could 

10 

Where the =_ Partner of my little State, yy | 
With all her ſmiling Offspring at the Gate, _ 
Bleſſing my Labdurs, might my coming wait; 
Where in our humble all ſafe might lie, 


And not curſed Courts fc Glory die. 
n not in or e Thais." 


Reign, rei you Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Ambition ne/er will let you know 
Tranquility and Happ ineſs like mine: | 
Like 4 gawdy Ships th Wefers Billows fall, 


* 


” 1 
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And riſe again to Bf you to their Pride: | 


They wait but for a Storm and-then devour you. 


| Or war Venice Preſerv'd, 


Have we not ſeen him ſhake his ſilver Reins, 
O'er harnaſs'd Monarchs, to his Chariot yok'd ; 
In ſullen Majeſty they ſtalk along 
With Eyes of Indignation and Deſpair; _ 
While he aloft diſplays his impious State, 


With half their rifl'd Kingdoms o'er his Brow, 


Blazing to Heav'n in Diamond and in Gold. 
IR Younc's Buſi is. 


* When Empires are at Stake, Nothing is juſt, 


Or great, but what implicitly maintains them. 


CIBBER's Ceſar in Egypt. 


* What is Empire, all the glitt ring Trophies 
Of Power and wide-extended Sway, when poiz'd 


Againſt the weightier Virtues of the Mind ? 


ELIzZ. Haywood's Frederick Duke of Brunfwick- 
| Lunenburgh. 8 


* Who careleſs fits, and nods upon a Throne, 
Rules by the Will of others, not his own : 
Of every III he juſtly bears the Blame; 
Bat all the Praiſe of Good his Subjects claim, big. 


The Genius of imperial Rule, 
All- incommunicable, knows no Equal; 5 
Nay, knows no Second. MaLLet's Maſi apha. 


If thou think'ſt | 
That Crowns are vilely property'd, like Coin, 
To be the Means, the Specialty of Luſt, 
And ſenſual Attribution — If thou think ꝰſt 
That Empire is of titled Birth, or Blood; 
That Nature in the proud Behalf of one, 
Shall diſinfranchiſe all her lordly Race, 
And how her gen'ral Iſſue to the Yoke. 
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Of private Domination then, thou proud | 
n f . 
ROOKE's Guftabe, Va. 


* Extended Empire, like anded Gold, 
Exchanges ſolid n for teeble Splendor. 
8. Jonnson's Irene. 


Right, to rule M-», is now longer held 

By dull eſcent, like Land's low Heritage. 

| "Tis th luck'd Fruit of Toil—'tis the paid price 
Of Blood, loſt nobly. . __Hiazr's . 


* 'Tis Empire ! Empire ! Empire Let that Word 

Make ſacred al 1 * can attempt ! 
Had I been born a Slave, I ſhould affect it: 
My Nature's fiery, and of courſe afpites. 
Who gives an Empire, by the Gift defeats' 
All End of giving ; and procures Contempt 
Inſtead of Gratitude. An Empire loſt, * 
Deſtroy d, would leſs con me, than refign'd. 

> Younc": Brothers, 


f ENCHANTMENT. 


* He +; ripe and frolick of his fll-grown Age, 
Roving the Celtic and Merian Fields, 
At laſt betakes him to this ominous Wood, | 
And in thick Shelter of black Shades inbowerd 
Excells his Mother at her mighty Art, 
Off ring to every weary Traveller 
His orient 2 in a chryſtal Glaſs, 
To 9 e Drought of Pharbus ; which as they 


(For moſt do taſte thro' fond emp Thirſ) 
Soon as the Potion works, their haman C 
Thi Expreſs Reſemblance of the Go is _— 


+ c. 


i 
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r Ounce, or iger, og, or beard alt 
All other Parte — 2s they were. 
Yet when he walks his tempting Rounds, the Sor: 
cerer 
By magic Power their human Face 


reſtores, 
How W Beauty, to delude the * | 


— They (o perf? in their Miſery) | 727 
Not once perceive this foul Disfi . 
But boaſt themſelves more comely than before, 
And all their Friends and native Home forget. 
To roll with Pleaſure 1 in a ſenſual Sty. 
Mirrox' Camus. 


* Withi in the Navel of this hideous Wood, 
Immur'd in Cypreſs Shadgs a Sorcerer dwells, 
Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comms, _ 
— ſkill'd in all his 3 0 itcheries ; 
And here to ey'ry thirſty Wanderer, 

By fly Enticements gives his baneful Cup. 

With many Murmurs mix'd, whoſe pleaſing Poiſon 
The Viſage quite transforms of him that drinks, 
And the glorious Likeneſs of a Beaſt 

Fixes nerd fn unmoulding n, 3 PR: | 
Character'd in the Face. 


W ENEMY: wy x 

* Such Foes 8 Blow, t 
ſe to our to 

3 woun cd 7's Mie — 


— 4 7 
1 19 
« 


MALLET" 


O But if, tho' in a Fo oe, to reverence Vinpe, 
Withſtand Oppreſſion, reſcue ij ux Inngcence, 
Step boldly in betwixt my Site and Quilt, 
And ſave my Ting. my Father from Diſbonour ; 
If this be Sin, I have ſhook Hands with Penitence. 
Baoox E' Guſtav 3 
2 Ta 
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* 


1 tags of . 
v'n o'er an Enemy d, 
And heap Alien on An Add, is 81 l 


And the mean Triumph of a daſtard our, 


The Rogicidy, 
ENJOYMENT. b Paier. 


Yet this was ſhe, ye Gods I che very the, i: it 
Who in my Arms lay e ght... 
Who kiſgd and figh'd, and ſigh'd and kiſs d n, 
As if her Soul as upward to her Li So 

the Paſſage, 


To meet mine there, and d at ge, 
Who, loth to find the — ay, look'd out, 
And ſhrunk-into my Boſo ere to make 


A little longer, Darkneſs | 
SyAKBEPEAR" 7 Treilyy and I 1 


When I have once enjo „d my ſweet FBranthe, | * 
And bleſt my Vouth with her moſt dear e 
I bave done my Journey here, my Day is out ; 

All that the World has elſe is Fool Ty, 
Labour, — Time. 
| BaavMonT's is for a Mah 


Ohl let me proſe theſe balmy v7 Lie all Day, 
And bathe my entry: in thy moiſt Ki 
Now, by my } Joys, thou art ent and ſoft, | 
And thou ſhalt be the Altar of my Love: 


Upon thy Beauties n hob 
And pour out Pleaſure Rr Med d 83 erifice, © * 
To the dear Memory of my Ar. 

No God or Goddeſs ever was adoregæ P 
With ſuch Religion as my Love all be a 48 17 
For in thoſe charming —_—_ _—_— R * 
Claſp'd in thy —. Pt waſte my | 
And rob dee Word of tes rar Lens ws 


7 
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- While to the Honour of Lucina's Name, 
I leave Mankind to mourn the Loſs for ever. | 
| RochESsT BR“ Yalentinian, 


And why this Niceneſs to that Pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her Joys in one? 
Gives all ſhe can, and lab'ring till to give, 
Makes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live: 

So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 

And thinks itſelf does for a Time lie dead; 

Till like a String ſcrew'd up with eager Haſte, 

It breaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt. 
DzyDpen's Aurengzebe. 


| When you were gone, and 

None but I left with that charming Maid, 

What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade ! 

With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 

With Pangs I graſp'd her like a dying Man: 

Like Light and Heat incorp'rate we lay, bu 

We bleſs'd the Night, and curs'd the coming Day. 
| LIZ“, 8 41 


What ſaid he not, when in the bridal Bed 
He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms ? 
When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, TE 
And moulding with his Hands my throbbing Breaſts, 
He ſwore the Globes of Heav'n and Earth were vile, 
To thoſe — Worlds; and talk'd, and kiſs'd, and 
„ We ö 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my Bluſhes. 
| | Lez's Alexander. 
When will the dear Man come, that all my Doubts 
May vaniſh in his Breaſt ? That I may hold him 
Faſt as my Fears can make me ; hug him cloſe 
As my fond Soul can wiſh; give all my Breath 
In Sighs and Kiſſes; ſwoon, die away nn | 
% — 1 id, 


> | ' + "Theſe 
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Theſe ſtifling Lips ſhall ſmother all her Smiles, 
And follow 12 wich ſuch Purſuit of Kiſſes, i» Of | 
That e'en our * — loſe themſelves i th' Pleaſure. 
LE“ Mithridater, 


guiſhing on mine, 


races Join, 


When your kind Eyes look l 
And wreathing Arms i ſoft Em 
A doubtful Tremblin ſeiz d me firſt all o'er, a 
Then Wiſhes, and a Warmth unknown before; ( 
What follow'd was all Extaſy and' Trance, 

Immortal N round my ſwimming Eyes 40 
ance, | 
And ſpeechleſs Joys, in whoſe Tumult toſt, 
I thought my Breath, and my new Being loſt. 
Drypen's State of Innocente. 


There's no Satiety of Love in tos. 88 
Enjoy'd, thou ſtill art new : Perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but f 
And Bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty Place, 


, 


Our Life ſhall be but one long nuptial Day, 
And, like chaf d Odours, melt in Sweets away, 
Soft as the Night our Minutes ſhall be worn, 
And chearful as the Birds that wake the Morn. 

Davox' Secret . 


Oh with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice! ._. . 
Oh ! how her Charms furpriz'd-me as I lay! 
Like too near Sweets they took my Senſe Os. 
And I even loſt the Power to rough wh N 
But thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravell — 
And I was lull'd in Trances ſweeter far, 
As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 

Rock'd on ths Swellings of the floating Tide. 
ö | Orwar! , _ Carlos. © 


X 5 lr - A 
8 K is 98 
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O thou great Chymiſt, Nature! 
Who draw'ſt one Spirit ſo divinely perfe&, 
Theu mak ſt a Dreg of all the World beſides. 
Lee's Cz/ar Borgia. 


Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh Thing call'd Man, 
Fo —_ thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts enjey ſo very much above him? 
The luſty Bull ranges thro' all the Field, 

And from the Herd (any Female out, 


Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
| Orwar' Orphan, 


Immortal Pleaſures ſhall our Senſes drown, 


Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r * 5 
14. 


Nuten. How dear, how ſweet, his firſt Embraces 
were? 94 
With what a Zeal he join'd his Lips to mine ! 
And ſuck'd my Breath at every Word I ſpoke, 
As if he drew his Inſpiration thence: | 
While both our Souls came upwards to our Mouths, 
As neighb'ring Monarchs at their Borders meet. 
I thought, O no tis falſe, I could not think ! 
Twas neither Life nor Death, but both in one. 
Tereſa. Then ſure his Tranſports were not leſs than 
our's.. 14 
2s. —— ! more! for by the high-hung Tapers 
Light, 
J could Brag i Cheeks were glowing red, 
His very Eye-balls trembled with his Love, "7 
And ſparKP& thro” their Caſements hamid Fires: 
He ſigh'd and\kiſs'd, breath'd ſhort, and would have 


C5 | k 
All he coll thai Lowe, and Leonora. 
'DavDpen's Spaniſh Friar, 


In thy Poſſeſſion Years roll round on Years, 
And Joys in Circles meet new Joys agairs 


Kiſſes 
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Kiſſes, Embraces, Languiſhings and Deaths, 

Still from each other to each move, 

To crown the various Seaſons of our Loves. 
Dzvpen's Span fb Friar, 


I'll teal into the eternal Knot of Love, 
This Nights this Night ſhall tell thee how I love 


thee: 
When Words are at a Loſs, and the mute Soul 
Pours out herſelf in Sighs an 1 5 ng Joys; 
Life graſps the Pangs of Bliſs and murm'ring Plea- 

ures, | 
Thou ſhalt confeſs all Language then is vile, 
And yet believe me moſt without my yowing, 

[88's Lucius Juniu Brutus, 


I found a Pleaſure I ne'er felt before, 


Diſſolving Pains, and ſwimming ſhudd'ring Toys. 
LEE“ Princeſs of Cleve” 


The Ties of Minds are but imperfect Bands, 
Unleſs the Bodies join to ſeal the Contract. 


DzyDeN's Don Sebaſtian. 
There let me tell my Story in thy W In ban 
There in the gentle Pauſes of our Love, pony +. 


Betwixt our Dyings, e'er we live a 

Thou ſhalt be to the Battle po, 1a) 

Which I ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 

For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 

And make ſo ſweet Conf afullan in our Talk, 

That thou ſhalt aſk, and I ſhall anſwer Thing 

A, are —_— * but patch'd _ ifles, 

And Sighs, urmurs, imperfect peech, 

And Nonſonſs ſhall * eloquent in Love. R 
Darozx', Anpbyries. 

.. Your 
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Your Fruits of Love are like eternal Spring 
In happy Climes; where ſome are in the Bud, 
Some green, and rip' ning ſome, while others fall. 
Dx Y DERN' Ampbytrion. 


Let me not live, but thou'rt all Enjoyment ; 
So charming and ſo ſweet, that not a Night 
But whole Eternity were well employ'd, 

To love thy each PerfeAion as it ought. Bid. 


Oh! how I flew into your Arms, 
And melted in your warm Embrace! 
Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot itſelf into your much lov'd Boſom ! 
Did I not tremble with Exceſs of Joy, 
Nay, agonize with Pleaſure at your Sight, 
With ſuch inimitable Proofs of Paſlion, 
As no falſe Love could feipgn ?  .  Jbid. 


Now let us ſtart, -and give a Looſe to Love, 
Feaſt every Senſe with moſt luxurious Pleaſure ;._ 
Improve our Minutes, make 'em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and even live the Life of Gods ! 

Lg Rows's Ambitious Stepmotber. 


Oh ! let me fink upon thy gentle Boſom, 
And bluſhing tell how greatly I am bleſt! 
Forgive me, Modeſty, if here I vow, 
That all the Pleaſures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the preſent Rapture. 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaſt, 
And while I fondly gaze upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loſt in exquiſite Delight. Ibid. 


Once in a lone and ſecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye was clos'd, and the pale Moon, 
And Stars alone ſhone, conſcious of the Theft; 
Hot with the T»/car Grape, and high in Blood, 

, Hap'ly I ſtole unheeded to her Chamber; 
I found the fond, believing, love-fick Maid, 


Looſe, 
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Looſe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wine 
Fierceneſs and Pride, the Guardians of her Honour, 
Were charm'd to Reſt, and Love alone was waking ; 
bo her riſing Boſom all was calm, 

As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
hos gently lifted up and down by Tides : 
I ſnatch'd the glorious golden Opportunity, 
And with o—_ youthful Ardor preſs'd her, 
Till with ſhort Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance 
The yielding Fair one gave me perfect Happineſs; 
Ev'n All the live-long Night we paſs'd in Bliſs, 
In Extaſies too fierce to laſt for ever: 
At length the Morn and cold Indiff rence came, 
When, fully ſated with the luſcious Banquet, 
I haſtily took Leave, and left the Nymph 
To think on what was paſs'd, and fig h alone. 
I ſaw her ſoon a ain, alas! too =o : 25s 1 
For, Oh ! that Meeting ak not like the bumer : 


Enjoy ment: * 


found my Heart no more beat nigh with Tranſport ; 5 


No more I figh'd, and languiſh'd 


"Twas paſs'd, and Reaſon took her Turn to reign, +. 


While every Wente fell befofe her Throne. 
Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


The raviſhing Thoughts of mighty Joys to come, 


Kept me in Extafy, and made me dumb ; ' 
When on thy ſnowy Breaſt diſſolv'd I lie, 
Whey Monarch can there be more bleſt than ! ? 


CarROL's Perjur'd Huſband. 


| Then haſte, m y Charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd Soul with am'rous Riot, 
With fierceſt Bliſs atone for our Delay, | 
* in a Moment love the Age we've loſt. 
| SMITH's Phedra and H ypolytus. 


a Accurſ Fruition ! moſt enchanting III! 
Thou Good ſublime in Proſpe&, g Ruin! 
Deſtructive of thyſelf, and oman's Peace! 


oh! 


* 
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Oh! wherefore, partial Nature, didſt thou frame 
Our Souls ſo different from perfidious Man's ? 
8 it: 5: Frowpe's Philataz. 


ENTHUSIASM, 


At Delpbos, when the glorious Fury 
Kindles the Blood of the prophetick Maid, 
The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 
Draws every Nerve thin as a Spider's Web, 
And beats the Skin out like expanded Gold. 
| LzE's Mitbridates. 


Something I'd unfold, 
If that the God would wake ; for ſomething {till there 


| lies 

In Heav'n's dark Volume, which I read thro' Miſts: 
"Tis great ! prodigious! tis a dreadful Birth 

Of wengrous Fate] And now, juſt now diſcloſing ! 
I ſee how terrible it dawns; 

And my Soul fickens at it ! 


Now the God ſhakes me | He comes ! He comes 
45 Darozx ' Ocdipus. 


I feel him no, 80 
Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: 
The rouzed God, as all this while he lay 
Intomb'd alive, ftarts, and dilates himſelf ; 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury ; my old Arteries burſt ; 8 

My ſhrivelbd Skin, like Parchment, crackles at the 
hallow'd Fire. 

I ſhall be young again! Manto, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Bard 

Of Thrace, and fore'd the raged Bacchanall, 

With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs : 


O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom ! 14 
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Lull him 2 — 2 and — ay 
With powerful Strains ! Mantis, my y 
Sooth the unruly Godhead to be mild. 


ENTRY. 


Great Bullingbroke ? 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider, ſeem d to know, 
With flow but ſtately Pace k on his his Courle 3 
While all Tongues cry'd, G chee, Bullingbrale ? 
You would — thought the — y Windows ſpake : 


So many greedy Looks of Young and Old, 
Thro' E ents darted their delring 


Upon his Viſa * that all the Walls 
Jeſu reſerve thee ! /[lcome Ballast 1 age 2% 
Whilſt he from one Side to the other turning, 
Lare lower than his proud Steed's 1 

ke them thus; I thank you, 

I ſtill doing thus, he paſsd along. 
—— . the Eyes of Men, 
After a well · grac d Actor leaves. the — 
Are idly bent on him that enters net, 
Thinking his Prattle to be tedious 
E'en ſo, or with much more Contempt, Mens Eyes 2 
Did ſcoul on Richard ; no Man cry'd, God fave =o 
No joyful Tongue gave him his Welcome Home: 

But Duſt was thrown upon his ſacred Head, 

Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow he ſhook off, 

His Face fill — with Tears and Smiles, 
(The Badges of his Grief and Patience ** 
That had not God (for ſome ſtrong Purpoſe) icel'd 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt, per Force, have melted, 
And ARC itſelf have pity'd him. 


| SHAKESPEAR) 5 Richard II, 


TY 


* 


190 - The BEAUTIES of . 


What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace, in captive Bands, his Chariot Wheels 
Have you clim b'd up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney-Tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have ſat 
The live-long Day with patient Expectation, 
To ſee great Pompey paſs the Streets of Rome! 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appear, 
Have you not made a univerſal Shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her Banks, 
'To hear the Replication of your Sounds 


ade in her concave Shores. 
| „ SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ce/ar. 


Your glorious Father, my victorious Lord, 
Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Laurels, 
Is entring now, in martial Pomp, the Palace: 
Five hundred Mules precede his ſolemn March, . 
Which groan beneath the Weight of M:orib Wealth ; 
Chariots of War, adorn'd with glitt'ring Gems, 
Succeed ; and next a hundred neighing Steeds, 
White as the fleecy Ram on A/pize Hills, | 
'That bound, and foam, and champ the golden Bit, 
As they diſdain'd the Victory they grace; 
Pris'ners of War in ſhining Fetters follow, * 
And Captains, of the nobleſt Blood of Africt, 
Sweat by his Chariot Wheels, and lick, and grind, 
With gnaſhing Teeth, the Duſt his Triumphs raiſe: 
The ſwarming Pop'lace ſpread on every Wall, 
And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce 
Their Hold thro' clifted Stones, ſtretching, and ſtaring 
As they were all of Eyes, and ev'ry Limb 
Would feed its Faculty of Admiration. X l 
| 0 ConcrEeve's Mourning Bride. 


ERROR. 


Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's Child, 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt Thoughts of wan, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
: 
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The Things that are not ſoon conceiv'd ? 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
But kill'ſt the Beer that engender'd thee. N 


SHAKESPESAR's Fulins Cæſar. | 


EVENING. 


The God of Day does to his Thetis haſte, 

In Clouds of Gold and ſhining Purple dreſfs'd : 

Each lab'ring Huſbandman his Setting waits, 

And to his coarſe, but welcome, Home retreats : 

The drudging Oxen from the Yoke are freed ; 

And ſcatt'ring Ewes which on the Mountains feed, 

Are by their — — to Incloſures led; 

Whiltt the gay chirping Flutt'rers of the Air, 

To their own Y Architects repair 
x MounTrFoRD's Greenwich Park.” 


See the deſcending Sun, 
Scattꝰ rin his Beams about him as he ſinks, 
And Heaven above, and Seas beneath, 
With Paint, no mortal Pencil can expreſs. 
HFlorxixs“ owl, 
The ſetting Sun deſcends. _ 


Swift to the Weſtern Waves; and guilty Night 
Haſty to ſpread her Horror o'er the World, 
Rides on the duſky Air. Rows's Uh. 


* The Star, that bids the Shepherd fold, 
Now the Top of Heaven doth hold; e 
And the gilded Car of Day wy 
His glowing Axle doth allay 
In the ſteep ' M/axtick Stream 
And the flope Sun his upward Beam 
Shoots againſt the duſky Pole 
Pacing toward the other Goal 2 
Of his Chamber in the Eaſt. Mil rox“ Comms. 


-+- Pp 
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* The pgrey-hooded Even 
Like a ſad Votariſt in Palmer's Weeds * 
Roſe from the hindmoſt Wheels of Pbebu;) Wain, 
MiLlTon's Comus, 


Two ſuch I ſaw, what Time the labour'd Ox 
In his looſe Traces from the Furrow came, 
And the fwink't Hedget at his Supper fat. Ilia. 


The Veil of Evening, o'er theſe murmuring 
| Woods around 
A lonely Horror ſpeaks. MALLET's Aifred, 
EUNUCH. 
Pleaſure forſook his early Infancy: 
The Luxury of others robb'd his Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man, 
Caſt out from Nature; difinherited | 
Of what her meaneſt Children claim by Kind. 
Darn A for Lovt. 


„xXx AMYL E. 
Example is a living Law, whoſe Sway, 


Men more than all the written Laws obey. 
| SEDLEY*'s Antony and Cleapatra. 


© I am gone, | 
Who ſhall take Care to form their ductile Minds, 
(Unprincipled as yet in Virtue's School) 
To ſhew them Honour's Path to turn their Steps 
From Vice's Flow'r-ſtrew'd Way ?- Say | whoſe Ex- 


am E, i 
Bettering all — ſtill ſhall ſhine before them, 
The faireſt Call to Good, Havary's Regulus. 


E X- 
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EXISTENCE, 


To be, is better far than not to be, 


Elſe Nature cheated us in our Formation. 

And when we are the ſweet Deluſion wears 

Such various Charms and Proſpects of Delight; 

That what we cou'd not will, we make our Choice. 

Defirous to prolong the Life ſhe gave. 

Madmen and Fools may hurry o'er the Scene, 

The wiſe Man walks an eaſy ſober Pace, 

And tho' he ſees one Precipice for all, 

Declines the fatal Brink of looking back 

On what he leaves, and thinking where he falls. 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


EXPECTATION. 


* Now do I feel what Women do who long 
For Pleaſures unexperienc'd, and forbid. 


The Want of what we wiſh to know, begets 


Suſpence ; and that inflames the wild Deſire. 
EL. Haywood's Duke of Brunſwick- 
Lunenburgh, 


2 How the Time 
Loiters in Expectation I— Then the Mind 
Drags the dead Burthen of an hundred Years 
In one ſhort Moment's Space The nimble Heart 
Beats with impatient Throbs—ſick of Delay 
And pants to be at Eaſe. Havard's Regulus. 


* When will Occaſion ſmile upon our Wiſhes 
And give the Tortures of Suſpence a Period ? 
Still muſt we linger in uncertain Hope 
Still languiſh in our Chains, and dream of Freedom ; 
Like thirſty Sailors gazing on the Clouds, 
Till burning _— N through our wither'd 
. : 2 2 f 


8. JoHNs0N"s . 
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* With what a leaden and retarding Weight 
Does Expectation load the Wing of Time? 
Mason's El{frida, 


EYES. 


The Abſtract of all Beauty, Soul of Sweetneſs : 
Defend me, honeſt Thoughts, I ſhall wild elſe, 
What Eyes are there ! rather what little Heavens 
To ſtir Mens Contemplations ! What a Paradiſe 
Runs thro' each Part ſhe has ! Good Blood be temp'rate; 
I muſt look off; too excellent an Object 
Confounds the Senſe that ſees it. 


BuckinGHam's Chances. 


Who knows how eloquent theſe Eyes may prove, 
Begging in Floods of Tears, and Flames of Love ? 
RocnesTEr's Valentinian. 


Shall I ne'er baſk in her Eye-ſhine again, 
Nor view the Love that play'd in thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand thouſand Smiles. 
| Le“ Alexander. 


Your ſiery Eye, 
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none could behold, 
But with a Snatch of Light, and then be dazzl'd, 
Now like a cold and drouay Winter Star, | 
Bears a bleak Brightneſs: O Decay of Luſtre ! 
Lzt's Mithridates. 


O turn away thoſe Buſilifes, thy Eyes, 
The Infeion's fatal, and who ſees them dies. 
| OrW- Rv! Den Carb. 


Methought her Eyes 
Grew , and — fruntick Spirita, 
Seething like riſing Bubbles un the Brim, 


Peep'd from their wat'ry Brink, and glow'd upon me. 


YDEN and LEE's Oo 
Wl . 441 of | hen 


aa PA 
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When with 2 Groan, that ſeem'd the Call of Death, 
With horrid Force lifting his impious Hands, 
He ſnatch'd, he tore forth from their bloody Orbs 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd them on the Ground. 
Bid. 
Their Glances could create a Day in Cells, 


And kindle freezing Hermits into Dalliance. 
TaTE's Loyal General, 


My Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 


But languiſh after thine, and ake with 
OTwar's Fenice Preſero 


There is Diſcourſe in Eyes ; Content, Denial, 
All underſtood by Looks. Tec, Prince of Cleve. 


Her Eyes, 
Tho' they are mute, they plead, nay more, command ; 
For beauteous Eyes have arbitrary Power 
Darox'⸗ mw Sebaſtian. 


lorious Sun, the Source of and Heat, 
Whol nfluence chears the World 8 create, 
Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian Ses 
And bleſs the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes : 
Thy Eyes which, could his own fair Beams decay, 
Might * for him, and bleſs the World with Day, 
Row Ambitious Stepmother.' 


You ſtrive to cloud your Brightneſs, and reſtrain 


The Lightning of your Eyes, Jeſt on the Spot 
Its Force ſhould flaſh me dead. TA Aoramude. | 


More fatal Influence flaſhes from thy Eyes, 
Than all thoſe glitt ring Balls that light 1 the Skies, 2 


, * But her Er 
Say, is it pofſible that theſe were made 
Without the EIT of Hearn? 
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Say, could they kindle ſuch Deſires in me, 
Yet want the Property of Heat themſelves ? 
* + Havard': Scanderbeg. 


1 / y W 


FAIRIES. 


HEY og = ee Ringlets to the whiſtling 
Winds, 
The Honey-bag fteal from the humble Bees. 
And for Night-Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm's Eyes, 
And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moon-beams from their ſleeping Eyes. 
SHAKESPEAR's Midſummer's Night's Dream, 


I fright the Maidens of the Villages, 
Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs Houſe-wife churn; 
And ſometimes make the Drink to bear no Barm; 
Miſlead Night Wand'rers, laughing at their Harm : 
And ſometimes lurk I in a Goltip's Bowl, 
And when ſhe drinks, againſt her Lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd Dewlap the Ale. 
The wiſeſt Aunt, telling the ſaddeſt Tale, 
- Sometime for three foot Stool miſtaketh me, 
Then flip I from her Bum, down topples ſhe; 
And Taylor cries, and falls into a Cough, 
And then the whole Choir hold their Hips, and laugh, 
And waxen in their Mirth, and ſneeze, and ſwear 
A merrier Hour was never waſted there. JUHbid. 


FALSHODOD. i fnjorubnty, & Tun: 
CATION. See INCONSTANCY. 


Let Ignominy brand thy hated Name.; 
Let modeſt Mairous at thy Mention ſtart ; 


And 


ſ 
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And bluſhing Virgins, when they read our Annals, 
Skip o'er the guilty Page that holds thy Legend 
And blots the noble Work. | 

| SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Creſſida. 


Had ſhe been true, 
If Heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryſolite, | 
I'd not have ſold her for it. ShHaxzsyExr's Othello. 


He hates, he loaths the Beauties that he has enjoy'd ; 
Oh, he is falſe ! That great, that glorious Man, 
Is Tyrant *midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 
Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods forſworn ! a 
He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs, 
Then cool'd them with his Tears ! did on my Knees ! 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd, and ſworn the wondring Stars away ! 
Falſe to Statyra ! Falſe to her that lov'd him 
That lov'd him cruel Victor as he was, . 
And took him bath'd all o'er in Perfian Blood. 
Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd them oer 
And o'er in Tears, then bound them with my Hair, 
Laid him all Night upon my panting Boſom, _.. | 
Lull'd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs. 

LEE“, Al: xandtr.. 


My. mortal Injuries have turn'd my Mind, 


And I could hate myſelf for being kind: 


If there be any Majeſty above; 12 
That has Revenge in Store for perjur d Love; 
Send, Heav'n, the ſwifteſt Ruin on his Head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead; 

Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my Wrong, | 
In Height of Pomp, when he is warm'd — ng. 
Bolted with Thunder, let him ruſh along 


| K 3 And 
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And when. in the laſt Pangs of Life he lies, 
Grant I may ffand to dart him with my Eyes ; 
Nay, after Death, | 
Purſue his ſpotted Soul, and ſhoot him as he flies. 

| Lee's Alexander. 


Oh ! I could tear my Fleſh, 
Or him, or you, or all the World to Pieces ! 
My Soul is pent, and has not Elbow-room ; 
'Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Slight beyond all Bounds : 
O that it had a Space might anſwer to 
Its infinite Defire ! where I might ſtand, | 
And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. 15d. 


I wou'd my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you, 
I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up | 
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide, 
But, you are Mithridates, that dear Man 
Whom my Soul loves, elſe were —_ all the Kings, 
All Worlds, all Gods, I could let looſe upon you 
For thoſe deep Injuries which I muſt ſuffer ; 
Cou'd like the frightning Winds difturb all Nature 
With venting of my Wrongs, but I am huſh'a 
As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Pow'rs 
Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, 
Where like a Star in Water I appear, 
A pretty Sight, but of no Influence, 

And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. 
1 | | E' Mithridatts, 


She has a Tongue that can undo the World ; 
She eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me : 
Such were her Looks, fo ing was her 
Such falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuch delading Tears, 
When from her Lips I took the luſcious Poiſon, 
When with that pleafing perjur'd Breath avowing, 
Her Whiſpers trembl'd thro* my cred'lous Ears, 
And told the Story of my utter Ruin, id. 


Oh, 
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Oh, my hard Fate! did I truſt her ever? | 
What Story is not full of Woman's Falſhood ? | 
The Sex is all a Sea of wide Deſtruction: | 
We are vent'rous Barks, that leave our Home - 
For thoſe ſure Dangers which their Smiles conceal : 
At firſt they draw us in with flatt ring Looks 
Of Summer Calms, and a ſoft Gale of Sighs : 
Sometimes, like Syrens, charm us with their Songs, 
Dance on the Waves, and ſhew their golden Locks ; 
But when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave us ! 
Or rather help the new Calamity! + X 
And the whole Storm is one injurious Woman! 
The Lightning, follow'd with a Thunderbolt, 3 
Is marble-hearted Woman! All the Shelves, _ | 9 
The faithlefs Winds, blind Rocks, Amr | 
Are Woman, fl! the ew © of wretched 
1427 — 


She's loſt ! She's gone The Beauty of the Earth: 
All that in Woman could be Virtue call'd, 9 
Is loſt ; corrupted are her noble Faculties z' © 
The Temper of her Soul 1 | 


[aconſtancy has ſpotted all ker white, her Vin 


Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſtreſs ; 
That ſweet proteftin Creature, that pure Whitenefs, 
Where I fo deep had writ my Vows in Blood, 
Is falſe to me; and. that eternal Bond of Oaths 
Committed to her ＋ 7 now is cancell'd: 

Ev'n her fair Hand, Seat of all my Love, 
Her Hand has giv'n her faithleſs Heart away. Bid. 


| Fialſe a5 chou art, | | 
Thou once wert Empreſs Soul, and I © F 
Still — Speak „ Sancedrs, fpoek ; 


For I am dor'd, fo. weary with complaining, 

That I could ſtand and liſten to the Winds, 

And think that ett Obſerve the Rain, 
. 4 " Wi 
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And think that Women wept :' Or in the Clouds 
Behold Semandra's Form ſtill fleeting from me. 
Lee's Mithridates. 


I could tear out theſe Eyes that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. Oh ! the Curſe 
Of doating on, ev'n when I find it Dotage! 
Bear Witneſs, Gods! Vou heard him bid me go: 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 

Of promis'd Faith. I'Il die, I will not bear it, 

I can keep in my Breath, I can die inward, 

And heck this Love. DaYpen's All for Love. 


Caflalio ! Oh ! how often has he ſworn, _ 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
E'er he would falſify his Vows to me?? ' 
Make Haſte, Confuſion, then ! Sun, loſe thy Light! 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ! 
For my Cafta/ro's falſe! | | 
Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather ! 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their | trembling Prey 
I feel him in my Heart, he tears my Breaſt, 

And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood. 
$25 Orwar , Orphan, 


There was a Time when 
Belwidera's Tears, her Cries and Sorrows, 
Were not defpis'd : When, if ſhe chanc'd to figh, 
Or look but Fa. there was indeed a Time, 
When 7affier would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas'd her declining Head upon his Breaſt, 
And never leſt her till he had found the Cauſe... 
But now, let her weep Seas, j 
Cry till ſhe rend the Earth, figh till ſhe burſt 
Her Heart aſunder, ſtill he bears it all, 
Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

| +, OTwar's Venice Preſearu d. 


Nothing fo kind as he, when in m Arms; 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs, and Joys, Not 
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Not to be thought again, the Ni 2 

At Dawn of Day he roſe, and left 2 his Conqueſt. 

But when we met, and I with open Arms 

Ran to embrace the Lord of all my Wiſhes, 

Oh ! then he threw me from his Breaſt 

Like a deteſted Sin. As I hung too 
Upon his Knees, and begg'd to know the Caule,.. 

Hie dragg'd me like a Slave upon the Earth, 

And had no Pity on my Cries ;: , 

Daſh'd me diſdainfully away with Scorn -- - 

He did; and more, I fear, will ne'er be Friend. 

Tho' I fill love him with unbated Paſhon : wk: of 

Alas! I love him. ſtill, and tho' I ne'er 

_ Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 

Yet bleſs him Gods, where er he goes. 


E 


A 


Oh, the bewitching Tongues. — faicleſs' Men i 
'Tis thus the falſe Hyena makes her Moan, - 4 
To draw the pitying Traveller to her. Den. 
Your Sex are {o, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all; 71 
With Sighs and Plaints y' entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity N are made your Prey. Ibid. 


Drive me. O dibve-me from chat Traitor, Man l 
So I might ſcape that Monſter, let me d well 
In Lion's Haunts, or in ſome Tyger's Den, 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean: 
Bury me in the Hollow of its Womb; .', _ 
Where ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 

I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep; 
Yet not Cen there, in that vaſt Whirl of dean. 
Can there be found ſo terrible a Ruin | 

As Man! He en Smiling deſtruQive Man! 


Hum 
Ks - IWM 
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III never ſee him more, bat to u him ; 

Not the he — * and ſtrait return, 

Nay, proffer me his Crown No more of chat: 

Honour too cries, Revenge, revenge thy 2 ; 

For 'tis Revenge ſo wiſe, ſo 

As all the World ſhall Praiſe == This is. is the Courſe 

Which Honour bids me take. But, oh ! permit me, 

For I am yet all Tenderneſs ; the Woman, 

2 — _ _ mild, the coward, Woman, 
not t runs about Breaf,, 

And viſits all the warmer Manfions ren ty 

Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Yaran: 

Cruel Yaranes ! Falſe forſworn Farane: ! 

Therefore, alas ! allow me 

A little Time for Love to make his Way : 

Hardly he won the Place, and many Sighs, 

And many Tears, and many Oaths it coſt him ; 

And, oh | I find r 

Without a Groan at parting 

No, no, he vows he will not ye be raz'd, 

Without whole Floods of Grizf at his Farewel, 

Which thus I facrifice—— And, oh! Falten 

Had be prov'd true, I would as eafily 

Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to ferve him, 

As now I ſhed theſe Drops, or vent theſe Sighs, 

To ſhew how well, how de I lov'd him. 

Lzz's Theodefsus. 


Laſt * flew ah with a Lover's Hato, 


Which eagerly 1 

I told the Celle, and v and watch" waſting Light, 
And liſt' ned to each foftly treading Step, 
In hopes twas he; 2 
At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter d Looks, 
So wild, ſo ghaftly, as ſome Ghoſt had met him ; 
All pale nnd hlefs, he ſurvey'd me round: 
Then with a Groan he threw himſelf A. bed, 
But far from me, as far as he could move, 


8 
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And ſigh'd and toſs'd, and turn'd, but ſtili from me. 
At laſt I preſs'd his Hand, and laid me by his Side 2 
He pull'd it back as if he'ad touch'd a Serpent 
With that I burſt into a Flood of Tears, 
And aſk d, how Tad offended him ? 
He anſwer'd nething, but with Sighs and Groans = 
So reſtleſs paſs'd the Night, and at the Dawn 
Leap'd from the Bed, and vanifh'd. 

Darn“ Spar is Friar... 


What have I done, ye Paw'rs! what have I done f 
To ſee my Youth, wy ny „and my Love, 
No ſooner gain d, but Tight and betray'd 1 
And, like a Roſe juſt gather'd from the Stalk, _ 
But onl ſmelt, an as ly thrown afide | 
* er on the Ground ! Tell me Heavn! 

Dear, Beast i d ear bn * 

Death, _ have ſeiz d my tortur d Soul. 

When f. had rair'd his ov'ling Fate from Gmund, 
To Pow'r and Love, to Empire, and to me, 
When each Embrace was dearer than the firſt ; 
Then ! then to be contemn'd ! then, then theewn of? 
Tt calls me old, and wither'd, and Ss | 
And loathſome. 
The Turtle flies not from his w og Traps 
He bills the cloſer ; but ungrateful Man, 
Baſe barb'rous Man, the more we raiſe our Love, 
The more we poll and cool, and chill his Ardour F. 
Racks, Poiſans, D rid me but of Life, | 
And any Death is 2 


Ye ſacred Pow ra, hole Providence 


Is watch ful for our oak Sr 5 
Prom n their Vows and Flatt rest 


Still let me paſs by their Eyes: 
Let . * Form decay. 


* 
* 


by — 
= 
That x 
” 
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That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 


And fatal Love. may never be my Bane. _ 
Rowz's Fair Penitent, 


Hear this, ye Pow'rs, mark how the fair Deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth : 
She calls me falſe, ev'n ſhe, the faithleſs ſhe, 
Whom Day and Night, whom Heay'n and Earth 

| have heard, Mey Wt; 

Sighing to weep, and tenderly proteſt 
Ten thouſand Times ſhe would be only mine; 
And yet behold ſhe has giv'n herſelf away, 
Fled from my Arms, and wedded to another. 16id, 


Falſhood'and Fraud grow up in every. Soil, 


The Product of all Climes. Appison's Cato. 


* Heaven ! muſt the Traitor Man purſue our Sex 
With reſtleſs Artifice and labour'd Vileneſs ; | 
Hunt us thro* all the Wiles and Turns of Caution, 
Til tir'd with vain Defence. his Snares ſurround us ;. 
And ſhall he, then, when, pitying his feign'd Tor- 

| 3 2 = 

We give him up our All—Shall he then ſhun us? 
With cold Diſdain, or curſt Indifference, , 
Repay the Fierceneſs of a Flame he rais'd ? 
And ſhall not we revenge the Traitor's Falſehood ?: 
Religion never ſpoke it——Only Saints, 
And cool-ſoyl'd Hermits, mortify'd with Care 

And bent by Age and Palfies, whine out Maxims, 
Which their briſk Youth had bluſh'd at. 

bell Hr King Hum v. 

* Guflavu: how, ah ! how haſt thou deceiv'd me ! 

Who could have look'd for Falſhood from thy Brow ? 


Whoſe heav'nly Arch was as the Throne of Virtue, 
Thy Eye appear'd a Sun to chear the World. 


Thy 
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Thy Boſom Truth's fair Palace, and thy Arms, 
4 — the Harbour for Mankind. 
Brooke's Guflavus Vaſa. 


0 Ah Tyrant Prince ! ah more than faitlileſs Tan 
cred ! | 

122 and inhuman in thy Falſhood; 

= ſt thou, this Morning, when my hopeleſs Heart, 

Submiſhve to my Fortune, to my Duty, 

Had ſo much Spirit left, as to be willing 

To give thee back thy Vows, ah l hadſt thou then 

Confels'd the ſad Neceſſity thy State | 

Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle Friendſhip, 

Since we muſt part at laſt, our Parting ſoftened ; 

I ſhould indeed, I ſhould have been unhappy, 

But not ta this Extream——Amidft my Grief 

] had with penſive Pleaſure, oheriſh'd ſtil} — _ 

he ſweet Remembrance of thy former Bove, 

Thy Image ftill had dwelt upon my Soul, 

And made our guiltleſs Woes not undeli htful. 

But coolly thus Ho could'ſt thou be fo cruel ?—- 

Thus to revive my Hopes, to ſooth my Love 

And call forth all its Tenderneſs, then fink me 

In black Deſpair— What 8 Pride 

Poſſeſs'd thy Breaſt, that thou could 'ſt bear unmov d | 

To ſee me bent beneath a Weight of Shame ? 

Pangs thou canſt never feel ? How couldſt thou 

drag me 

In. barbarous Triumph at a Rival's Car? 

How make me Witneſs to a Sight of Horror? 

That Hand, which, but a few Hours ago, 

80 wantonly abus'd my ſimple Faith, 

Before th' atteſting World given to another, | 

Ireyocably given ! 7 

Tuour son“ V Tancred and Sigifmunda, 


' 


FAME: 
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The Evil that Men do, lives Vn Wh ; 


The Good is oft interred with their Bones. 
SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ceſar, 


| Fame, the looſe Breathings of a clam'rous Crowd, 


Ever in Lies moſt confident and loud. 
| Rocnss rx“ Valentinian. 


Will future Fame my preſent Ills relieve ? 
And what is Fame, that flutt'ring noily Sound, 
But the cold Lie of univerſal * 
Thouſands of Men fall in the Field of Hanour, 
Whoſe glorious Deeds die in inglorious Silence, 
Whilſt vaunting Cowards, favour'd by blind Fortune, 
Reap all the Fruit of their ſucceſsful Toils, 

build their Fame upon their noble Ruins. 
H. Sm1TH's Princeſs * Parma. 


Vain empty Words 
Of Honour, Glory, and immortal Fame ! 
Can theſe recall the Spirit from its Place, 
Or reinſpire the breathleſs Clay with Life, 
What tho' your Fame with all its thouſand Trumpets, 
Sound o'er the Sepulchre, will that awake 
The ſleeping ? SewrLL*: Sir * 


Ts but an Emblem of their Memories : 

The Space quite cloſes up thro” which they paſs'd. 

That I have liv'd, I — a Mark behind, 

Shall pluck the ſhining Age from vulgar Time, 
And give it whole to late oſterit 7. 

My Name is writ in mighty Characters, : 

Triumphant Columns — eternal Domes, | 

Whoſe Splendour heightens our Egyptian Da 

Whoſe Strength ſhall laugh at Time till thee 


4 
* * 
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Old Earth itſelf fhall fail. In after 

Who war or build, ſhall build or war me, 
Grow great in each, 1 Ws's 

"Tis I & Art the future Wonders raiſe, 

I fight the future Battles of the World. 


Younc': Bufiris. 


III ſhall we judge, if from the Mouth of Fame 
We mark the Characters of Vice and Virtue. 
Here Pageants riſe, made by Tradition Heroes, 
Form'd by the Poet or the looſe Hiſtorian ; 
| There you behold imaginary Gods, 

Rais'd by the venal Breath of Slaves to 4 
-_ with the Praiſe of Fools, end 

ne ; 


By Luſt, Ambition, Tyranny or 
While the Prince, whoſe ſoft indulgent Nature 


Delights in Peace, and bleſſes all with Plenty 
Who ſmile beneath him, is revil'd and cenſur d, 
As an inactive, uſeleſs, idle Drone. 
Cn. Jounson's . 


* hate this Fame, falſe Avarice of Fancy. 
The fickly Shade of an un/c/id Greatneſs ! 
The wo Lure of Pride that *. cheats by! _ 
H III. Alara. 


* I courted Fame bue as « 8 
And honeſt Deeds: And who deſpiſes Fame, 
Will ſoon renounce the Virtues that deſerve it. 


ov WR 
FAMINE. 


Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny d Man's Uſe, 
Ev'n deadly Plants, and Herbs of pois'nous N 
Wild Hunger eat; and to prolong our Breath, _ 
We greedily deyour our GS BIT, 


The 
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The Soldier in th' Aſſault, of Famine falls, 
And Ghoſts, 'not Men, are watching on the Walls, 
DxyDen's Indian Emperor. 


This Famine has a ſharp and meagre Face; 
'Tis Death in an Undreſs of Skin and Bone; 
Where Age and Youth, their Landmark ta'n away. 
Look. all one common Sorrow. 33 
Dar Cleomenes. 


He daily dies by Hours and Moments, 
All vital Nouriſhment but Air is wanting: 
Three rifing Days, and two deſcending Nights, 
Have chang'd the Face of Heav'n and Farth by Turns, 
But brought no kind Viciflitade to him. 
His State is ſtill the ſame, with Hunger pinch'd, 
Waiting the flow Approaches of his Death, 
Which halting onwards, as his Life goes back, 
Still gains upon his Ground. Ibid. 


Death, like a lazy Maſter ſtands aloof, , | 
And leaves his Work to the ſlow Hands of Famine. 
: | | Bid. 


FANCY, 


Lovers and Madmen have ſuck ſeething Brains ; 
Such ſhaping Phantaſies, that apprehend more. 
Than cool Reaſon ever comprehends. 

The Lunatick, the Lover, and the Poet, 

Are of Imagination all compact: 2 

One ſees more Devils than vaſt Hell can hold; 

That is the Madman. The Lover all as frantick, 

Sees Helen's Beauty in a Brow of Eg ypt : 

The Poets Eye, in a fine Frenz . a 

- Doth glance from Heav'n to Earth, rom Earth to 
Heav'n, : | 

And as Imagination bodies forth 

The Forms of Things unknown, the Poet's ou 

urns 
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Turns them to Shapes, and gives to airy Nothing 
A local Habitation, and a Name. Pe ; 

Such Tricks have ſtrong Imagination, 

That if he would but apprehend ſome Joy, 

It comprehends ſome Bringer of that Joy : 

Or in the Night imagining ſome Fear, 

How eaſy is a Buſh ſuppos'd a Bear. 


SHAKESPEAR's Midfummer Night's ; Dream. bd - 


FAT E. 


Mien at ſome Times are Maſters of their Fates; 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 
But in ourſelves, at we are Underlings 


SHAKESPEAR'/ Hehe, Ceſare ; 


Gods would you be ador'd for doing Good, 
Or only fear'd for. proving miſchievous ? | $303 11 
How would you have your Mercy underſtood ? 
Who could create a Wretch like Maximus, | 
Ordain'd, tho' guiltleſs, to be infamous? 
— reme firſt Cauſes ! you whence all Things flow, 

ſe Infiniteneſs does each little fill: 

Your who decree each ſeeming Chance below, 
So great in-Pow'r, have produtg de I? 1 
How could you ever have produc'd ſuch Ill? 
Had your eternal Minds been bent on Good, 
Could human Happineſs have prov'd ſo lame! 
Rapine, wand (1 Injuſtice, Thirk of Blood, 
Grief, Anguiſh, Horror, Want, Deſpair and Shame, 
Had never found a Being, nor a Name. 1 


” 


'Tis therefore leſs Impiety to ſay, #20306 


Evil with you has Co-eternity, 

Than blindly taking it the other Way, | 

That merciful; and of Election free, 

You did e the Miſchiefs you foreſee. 
RocuzsTEr's Valentinian, 


* a — . 
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Lee thy great Deeds force Pate to change ker 


Mind ; 
He that courts Fortune boldly, makes her kind. 
&YDEN's Indian Emperor. 


On what ſtrange Grounds we build our Hopes and 


Fears ! 

Man's Life is all a Miſt, and in the dark 

Our Fortunes meet us. 

If Fate be not, then what can we foreſee ? 

And how can we avoid it, if it be? 

If by Free-will in our own Paths we move, 

How are we bounded by Decrees above ? 

Whether we drive, or whether we are driven, 

If IL, tis ours; if Good. the AR of Heav'n. 
Darpzx' Tempel. 


If this Day „ Gods ordain wy Fate, 
Know then I full Lk foe val Pyramid, 
0 am great 
And ho- the firſt, p 
If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me ? 

Or can I help immutable Decree? 
n —— 55 
ince tis ſo order Almig _ | 

Preſs'd by the Fates unlooſe thy en Ba 
"Ta great all the Bury of te Sure, | | 
Lzs's Alexander. 


Man makes hi Fate accarding to his Mind: 
The weak low Spirit Fortune makes her Slave, 
But ſhe's a Drudge when hector'd by the Brave. 
If Fate mowed: common Thread, "he'll change the 


And with ſpread a nobler Loo 
8 e 27 2 


Be juſter, Heav'ns ! Such Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
And 


Will make us think that Chance rules all above, 
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And ſhuffles with a random Hand the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 
_ Davpen's All for Love... 


Tis wonderful, yet ought gue! not ag to wade 


Too far in the vaſt W 
RYDEN — Lzz's n 


The Gods are juſt: 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt, . 
Since all Things are by Fate; -but purblind 8 
ro a Part o'th' Chain, the an Be Link, 
is Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poiſes all above. FR Did. 


To you, great Gods, I make my laſt Appeal ; 
Or clear my Virtues, or my Crime reveal: | 
If wand'ring in the Maze of Fate I run, _ 

And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun; | 
Impute my Errors to your own Decree, 
My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free. Ibid. 


Thos Plummets Heav'n's Deep will we 
oun f 
That vaſt Abyſs where human Wit is drown'd ! 
In our ſmall Skiff. we muſt not launch too far, 
We here but Coaſters, not Diſcov'rers are. 

Dzrpen': Hrannick Laus. 


Which of us two. the Heay'ns 
Have mark'd for * is yet above the Stars, 
, .. ; L887 Dau. 


Tis thus thas Hecy's its Empire does maintain, 
It Wag but Man may not complain. 
OTwar's Orphan, 


Good Heav'ns ! ve you me S had 
(it roms que: ales 
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And cruſted it with baſe P/:b+ian Clay? 

Why gave you me Deſires of ſuch Extent, 

And ſuch a Span to graſp them? Sure my Lot 

By ſome o'er-haſty Angel was miſplac'd 

In Fate's eternal Volume. Dx ypen's Spaniſh Friar. 


| Tell me why, good Heav'n! 
Thou mad'ſt me what I am, with all the Spirit, 
Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Defires, 
That fill the happy'ſt Man? Ah! rather, why 
Didſt not thou form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to curry Burdens ? 
Why have I Senſe to Know the Curſe that's on me? 
Is this juſt Dealing, Nature ! 

OTWAY's Venice Preſeru'd. 


Ye cruel Pow'rs ! 
Fake me as you have made me, miſerable : 
You cannot make me guilty | Twas my Fate; 
And you made that, not I. 
'Davypen's Don Sebaſtian, 


Was it for this, ye cruel Gods ! you made me. 
Great like yourſelves, and, as a King. to be 
Your ſacred Image? Was it but for this ? 
Why rather was I not a Peaſant-Slave, 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation,. 
And to my deſtin'd Load enur'd betimes ? | 

| Rows Ambitious Stepmother, 


Yet 'tis the Curſe of mighty Minds oppreſs d. 
To think what their State is, and what it ſhould be: 
Impatient of their Lot, they reaſon fiercely, 

And call the Laws of Providence unequal. | 
Rewe's LUA. 


And therefore wer't thou bred to virtuous Know- 


ledge, a” 
And Wiſdom earl 13 in thy Soul, 
That thou might'ſt know to rule thy fiery Paſſions : 


To 
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To bind their Rage, and ſtay their headlong Courſe ; 
To bear with Accidents, and every Change 


Of various Life; to ſtruggle with Adverſity; 

To wait the Leiſure of the righteous Gods, 

Till they in their own good appointed Hour, 

Shall bid thy better Days come forth at once; 

A long and ſhining Train; till thou, well pleas d, 

Shalt bow, and bleſs thy Fate, and ſay the Gods are 
juſt, Rows" 5 Ut Une. 


"Tis the cruel Artifice of Fate, 
Thus to refine and vary on our Woes, 
To raiſe us from Deſpair, and os us — 
Only to plunge us in the Gul 
And make us doubly wretched. 


* Oh! is chere not 
A Time, a righteous Time, reſerv'd in Fate; 
When theſe Oppreſſors of Mankind ſhall feel 
The Miſeries they give; and blindly fi ght 
For their own Fetters too! THOMP3SON's Sopboniſbas 


Little do we know of Fate; 
Perhaps our Fortune is not in our Power. 
We are the Sport and Plaything of high Heaven, | 
And while. this Apts; Cauſe preſumes to act, 
Think, and reflect, is acted by the {rf ; , «x4 
As the great Mover iet us fo we go. 


Cu, Johnson“ Mites. 


In this, injurious Fate is ever kind, 
Perverſely good ; they, whom it moſt concerns, 
Are hn the _ to know their wretched Doom. 
FrowDE's Phils. 


To- day, in Snow und. ſtern Winter ales 
The ravag'd Plain — Anon the teeming Earth 
Unlocks her Stores, and Spring adorns the Year : 


ders revolving Bliſs ? 


hays Abramule, - 
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FE AR. Se Dearn. 


1 Fear is the laſt of IIls: 
In Time we hate that which we often fear. © 
SHAKESPEAR's Antony and Cleopatra, 


I feel my Sinews ſlacken'd with the Fright, 
And a cold Sweat trills down all o'er my Limbs, 
As if I were diſſolving into Water. Dx ypex's Tempeſt, 


Fear is the Tax that Canſcience pays to Guilt. 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Ralcigh. 


Where Fear prevails, what Conduct can be 
blameleſs ? | 
The Wretch that fears 20 drown, will break thro 
es; | 
Or, in his Dread of Flames, will plunge in Waves, 
When Eagles are in View, the ſcreaming Daws 
Will cowre beneath the Feet of Man for Safety. 
NY | CI IBEX Ceſar in Egypt. 
Sunk into childiſh Fears, 
And weak Uncertainties.— My feeble Sopl, 
But half inſtructed in the pious Taſk, 
Should have a Martyr's Strength, before it felt 
A Martyr's Suff ring. —— Havaxpꝰ Scanderbey. 
Fear on Guilt attends, and Deeds of Darkneſs ; 
The virtuous Breaſt ne er knows it. 514. 
* Ye ruling Powers! 
Let me not weild the Sceptre of this Realm, 
When I Breaſt becomes the Haunt 
Of haggard Fear, —O ! what a Wretch is he, 
Whole Er abus Life, devoted to the Gloom 
Of Superſtition, feels th' inceſſant Throb 
Of ghaſtly Pannic In whoſe ſtartled Ear 
The Knell Kill deepens, and the Raven croaks ! 


TE: 
LET 


> ak S 


The 0 The 


0 r 
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* The Weakneſs welament ourſelves create. 
Inſtructed from our Infant Years to court, 
With counterfeited Fears, the Aid of Man ; 
We learn to ſhudder at the ruſtling Breeze, 
Start at the Light, and tremble in the Dark; 
Till Aﬀectation, rip'ning to Belief, 
And Folly, = at our own Chimeras, | 
N ro Pre ory ulurps the Soul. 

PEST. Jonusor s e 


FEMALES. 


All Females have Prerogative of Sex, 
The She's ev'n of the ſavage Herd are ſafe ; 
All when they ſnarl or bite, have no Return 
But Courtſhip my the Male. N 

DaxpEN Den Schaftian; 


52 FIGHT. hs BET TLRs 


Fighting, 
Through all the Mages of the bloody Field, 
I haunted his ſacred Life; I ſought him 
Where Naales fell thickelt : n 
To ſeek Sebaſtian ! Theo a Prack of Death | 4 
I follow'd him by Guoans of dying Men: 15 city 
Some porn acy py i ot a 
Like Lightniag. ſwiſt heſore me, to new r ! 
I mov'd a and made -irregular Harveſt; 


Defae'd the of Battle, but in van 
For he was fill g Death elſewhere. 

Nn Lee 

Qi! |» To dght Wailis at: 9 

In a juſt Cauſe, and/or Gay 5 7 1 70 

Is a beſt Office of the beſt" of * 291 : be: Fl 


And to- decline e when theſe Motiyes unge. 
Is Infamy beneath a Coward's 1 — 


| Havard's Il vs 
Aa % FIL I A 
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FILIAL PIETY. 


E' er ſince Reflection beam'd her Light upon me, 
Vou, Sir, have been my Study. I have plac'd, 
Before mine Eyes in ev'ry _ of Life, | 
The Father and the King, What Weight of Duty 
Lay on a Son from ſuch a Parent ſprung ; 

What virtuous Toil to ſhine with his Renown ; 
Has been my Thought by Day, my Dream by Night, 


But firſt and ever neareft to my Heart 

Was this prime Duty; ſo to frame my Conduct 

Tow'rd ſuch a Father, as, were I a Father, 

My Soul would wiſh to meet with from a Son. 

And may Reproach tranſmit my Name abhorr'd 

To lateſt Time—if ever Thought was mine 

Unjuſt to Filial Reverence, Fillal Love. 

8 MLT E T' Myftapha. 
* Have I then no Tears for thee, my Father? 

Can I forget thy Cares, from helpleſs Years 

Thy Tenderneſs for me? An Eye ſtill beam'd 

With Love ? A Brow that never knew a Frown ? 

Nor a harſh Word thy Tongue ? Shall I for theſe 

Repay thy * venerable ge 

With Shame, Diſquiet, Anguiſh and Diſhonour? 

It muſt not be — Thou firſt of Angels! Come 

Sweet Filial Piety ! and firm my Breaſt! 

Yes, let one Daughter to her Fate ſubmit, . 

Be nobly wretched—but her Father happy.— 
THOMPSON's Tancred and Sigiſmunda, 
| * Oh! would Eugenia 

Exert the Spirit of Virtue ; let the Senſe 

Of Filial Piety inſpire ber Breaſt, -. | 

And at the Marriage-Altar offer up 
The Paffions of the Heart. 'Faancis's Eugenia. 


C4 5 


FLAT. 


r 


{ 
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FLATTERY and FLATTERER, 


Unicorns may be 'd with Trees, 
And Bears with "Glaſles, lephants with Holes, 
Lions with Toils, and Men with Flatt'rers 
 SHAKESPEAR's Julia, Ceſar. 


* Couchings and theſe lowly Courteſies, 
ight fire the Biood of ordinary Men, — 
turn Pre- ordinance and firſt | 
— the Lane of Children. Be not fond - 
To think that Cæſar bears ſuch Rebel Blood. 
That will be thaw'd from the true Quality, 5 
With that which melteth Fools; I mean ſweet Words, 
Low-crooked dn and baſe Spaniel . 


Nay 40 not think I flatter; 


For what Advancement may I hope from thee? 


Thou no 1 haſt, but ＋ * r 
To feed and cloath thee. ſhould the Poor be | 
flatter'd ? g 
No, let the eandy d Tongue lick abſurd Pomp. 
And crook the nay Blow . poſes of of the Knee, 


Where Wy * r 
| ev, op Hamlet, 


Such ſmiling Rogues as theſe, 
Like Rats oft bite the hely Cords a-twain, - ' 
Which are t'intrince, t'unlooſe, 35 
That in the Nature of their Lord rds rebel, 
Being Oil to Fire, Snow to their colder Mods. 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Ha/cyox 1 
— Gale and Vary of their Maſters, 2 
an Aae 


SHAKESPRAR' 4 


1 bs nnn 


Vor. I. L Give 


£ 
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Give me Flatt'ry, - 
Flatt' ry the Food of Courts ! that I may rock him, 
And lull him in the Down of his Deſires 

| Braumont”s Rolls, 


No Hen. Boy ! an honeſt Man can't live by't : 
Tt is a httle 2.5 4. Art, which Knaves 

Uſe to cajole and ſoften Foals wichal. | 

If thou Raſt Flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with't ; 

Or ſend it to a Court, oe there twill thrive, 


OTwar's Orphan. 


Tis next to Money current there, 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms, 
As there are Sorts of Vanities and Men. 
The ſoperſtitions Statefman has his Sneer, 
To ſmooth a poor Man off, who cannot bribe him. 
The grave doll Fellow of. (mall Bus'neſs ſooths 
The Hum'riſt, and will needs. admire his Wit. 
Who without Spleen could fee. a hat - brain d Atheiſt 
Thanking a furty Doctor for his Sermon ? 
Ora grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth. young Lord, 
Squeeze him. by. W Bel ine ma? "I 
| plexion ? ' Lid. 


By Uke a * Wood une 85 
— — and Fools, che Growth of Courts: 

Where I'd Eyes, in all the gaudy Round, 
Met are 4 . oe ie, in e Face; | 
And the grofs Flattry of a * g Croud, 
Envious who firſt "RS catch, and firſt bd, 
4 — or $4 Nonſenſe Nr e 5 4 
honeſt Homely were and cenfur 
For Wane of cqurtly Style: Nein 5669 ö 
'Tho' e Cee ſs'd for r 
Secure af d Reward, 
Th * wg HI Souphe their Ri he tarde, 
And the Bread ſnatch'd from Pimps and Paraſites 
Daroun' s Don aa, 


* 
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Why didſt thou flatter me? why 
A Daughter's Pow'r, and ſnatch it me now ? 
Like a mad Painter, wanted of thy Skill 

Delighting to deface thy own fair Works 
| SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigb. 


0 O Flatery! 
n „ 
Supples the tougheſt Fool. Fauvou's Maricoms, 

Beware of Flatt'ry ! "Tis a flow'ry Weed 


Which oft offends the very Idol Vice, 
Whoſe Shrine it would perfame. id. 


* To me there is no Muſick in ſuch Praiſe, 
Tu Finitory all, the Fools RES. 1 
Marr Pimalco, es 
Let me tell yon. 
That what would from a Flatterce dilpleaſe; 
Is Juſtice from a Friend. H avard's K. 
6 21 but ill becomes a Soldiers Mouth; _ 
e Practiſe of thoſe meaner Arts 
To 85 Smooth: 3 Stateſmen, and betraying con 
| Ma x 5's Aamaſys. 


* Ceaſe, ceaſe this Flatery! 1 pf 
"Tis a mean, vicious Habit thaſe contract, + 
Who hide the ſettl'd Purpoſe of their Souls 
Under its ſmooth and glitt ring Ornaments, 
As they diſdain'd the honeſt Company 
Of plain and native Truth. 


* He who can liſten pleas'd to ſuch A 
Buys at a dearer Rate than I dare purch 
And pays for n Senſe and Virtye, 


Wirts“ . 
* Love may inſ} ſooth Tangye 
With 2 


L 2 "The 
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The melting Fair to break her Reſolution, 
And hear, at leaſt, if not return your Love: 
The firmeſt Purpoſe of a Woman's Heart 
To well-tim'd, artful Flattery may yield. 
LilLo's Elmeric, 


* 'Tis ſuch pernicious Flatterers, 
Such buſy, ready, fawning Slaves as thou art, 
That choak and ſtifle Truth, poiſon all Virtue, 
And curſe Mankind with Tyrants and Oppreſſors. 
JV. irginia, 


FLIGH T. 8% Fear; 


Have I not ſeen the Britons quite diſhearten'd ? 
Run, run, Bonduce ; not the quick Race ſwifter ; 
The Virgin from the hated Raviſher 
Not half ſo fearful : Not a Flight drawn Home, 
A round Stone from a Sling, a Lover's Wiſh, | 
E'er made that Haſte that they have. By the Gods, 
J have ſeen theſe Britons, that you magnify, _ 

Run as they would have out-run Time ; and roaring, 

Baſely for Mercy roaring : The light Shadows 

That in a Thought ſcour o'er the Fields of Corn, 

Halted on — to them; I have ſeen them, 

Like boding Owls, creep into Tods of Ivy, 

And hoot their Fears to one another nightly.  _ 
WW BeaumuonT's Bonducd; 


' FLOOD. 


. The fruitful Nite 
Flow'd e er the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent 
So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 
That the wild Deluge overtook the Haſte 
Ev'n of the Hinds that watch d. Men and Beaſts 
2 borne upon the Tops of Trees, that 
n th' utmoſt Margin of the Water - Mark: 


ay, 4 
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Then with ſo ſwift an Ebb the Flood drove backward, 
It ſlipt from underneath the ſcaly Herd: * 
Here monſtrous Phocæ panted on — Shore, 
Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 
Lay laſhing the departing Waves : Hard by 'em _ 
Sea-Horſes, flound'ring in the ſlimy Mud, 
Toſs'd up their Heads, and daſh'd the Ooze about "em. 
Da rDru' Al for Love. 6 


FLOWERS.” 


All Flowers will ni in Abſence of the . 
That wak'd their Sweets. DaTDzx' Aurengzebe. 


Farewell, ye Flow 'rs, whoſe Buds with early Care 
I watch'd, and to the chearful Sun did rear. 
Who now ſhall bind your Stems ? Or when you fall, 
With Fountain W our fainting Souls — ? 
* RYDEN's State of n.. 


. FONDNESS. 


So loving to my Mother, 
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav n 
Viſit her Face too roughly, SHAKEBSPBAR'; Hamlet. 


She would hang on him, 
As if Encreaſe of Appetite had grown, 
By what it fed on. nid. 


His. Soul is ſo enfetter'd to her Love, 

That ſhe may make, unmake, do what "he li; 
Ev'n as her Appetite ſhall play the God | 
With his weak Function. Snakzsrzax' Orbelloc - 


Fonder * Mothers to their firſt. born Joys 
Daros“ Al for Lows: 
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213 Comm ry _— 
If the you ag for his Night, 
Was 2 fo ry a —— All for Lowe. 


How I lov'd, 


Witneſs ye Days and * es and all ye Hours, 
That danc'd away wn upon your Feet, 
As all your Bas nels were to count my Paſſion. 
One Day paſs'd by, and nothing fav but Love 
— came, and ſtill twas — 
The Suns were weary'd out with locking on, 
And I uatir'd with loving. 
I ſaw you ev'ry Day, and 22 
And ev'ry Day was ſtill but as the 
So eager was I ſtill to fee you more. Bid. 


Thou art the only Comfort of my Age : 
Like an old Tree | nd among the Storms; 
"Thou art the only Limb chat I have left me: 
My dear green Branch | and how I e thee Child, 


Heav'n only knows E. Theodefins, 


Oh 1 g dei on him; 
Feeds on his Looks ; eyes him as pregnant Women 


TE ROUTE ſet on. 
OY Tac E. 


So the ſoft Mother, tho' the Babe be dead, 
Will have the Darling on her Boſom laid; 
Will talk, and rave, and with the Nurſes firive, 
And fond it ftili as if it were alive; 

Knows it muſt go, yet ſtruggles with the Croud, 


And ſhrieks to dem wrap i it in the Shroud. 
LE“ Lucgw is. Brutus, 


I 1anguifh with the Fondneſs of my Love, 
Still doat, and fain would keep thee to my Heart. 
Oh] thou'rt the very F ountain of my Joys, 


The 
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ing of Liſe, 
would, * leav n can give ; 


Souruzax' Diſappointment, .. 

I joy more in thee, - 

| Than did thy Mother when ſhe-hugg'd thee firſt 

And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travail paſt. - 
Or- r Feaice 12 : 


y Heart u * 

That whereſoe er I fram'd a Scheme Liſe 

For Time to come, the was uy, oY. 

With wh I ufed ro wWeeten 

| fans „none but dne 78 
al G1 as 1 &id, 


can imagine Hke chem. E N 
2 ver my Soul dilates itſelf, 
* at the 


w of a lon 1 Friend, 
Unuſatiated with. tering.” a Dean, % e, 9 
1 * t. 14 


Thou wat the very Darling __—_ 
I thought the — Gore 3 4hes: 
That all the Bleflings I could gather for thee, 


By Cares on Earth, andy my Pray'rs to Hear n. 
* little for my Fond to beſtow-- 


— 4 | Rows's Fair Pegitens 
Whit Pledture TW ary 


KJ 


The Spirit of 
All that my I 


1 Bad fo fix'd | 


th 2 85 N * in th 
y y „ und early b ing 
* 1 food and fed my Eye yes pe Armin 


Then ed op my Hands, and, wond ting, biet 
ther FR 1514. 


Ohl chat Form! 
That Angel Face, on which my Dotage bung! 
How have I gaz'd upon ker, till my Soul 
Wich ve Eagerneſs went forth to meet her, 
And iff 10 4 at 0 Eyes! Was there a Gem 
Which the Lon Rent oh Indian Mines, , 1 
4 : | 


jw 5 


— 


— 
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Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields ; | 

What was there Art could make, or Wealth could buy, 

Which I have left unſought to deck her Beauty ? 
RoweE's | Jane Shore, 


He lov'd me, 
With Fondneſs and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and * but i in . Smiles, 1 
id. 


And e ee th thus kind, my Lad ? 

Ever thus charming ? Ever thus ſincere ? | 
Will not Reflection freeze this Marriage Nectar? 
Will not your Draughts of Love be =. wa] think you, 
When longer mix'd with Pleaſure's Wormwood, Wife. 
Hill's Fair Inconflant. 


Shall I now 8 Thin or ore edu 
Thou haſt my thou my Key of Thought, 
How can my — — 28 
Yes, I will del thee, ER e Dia, 


FO O . | 
Fortune takes care that Fools ſhould ſtill be ſeen ; 

She places them aloft, o th' topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature, her Vocation. If ſhe form IT: 
A Man, ſhe loſes by it; tis too expenſive ; 


Twould make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 
Darn Oediputs. 


FORGIVENESS. 


- Forgive the Sallies of my Paſtion, 
| For I have been to blame, Oh, much to blame! 


Have ſaid ſuch Words, nay, done ſuch Actions __ 


— 


the Ex dT ISH STAGE. 225 


{Pal as I am) that my aw'd conſcious Soul 

inks in my Breaſt ; nor dare I lift an Eye 

On him I have offended. wry | 5 
| SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Creſſida. 


Ohl my Boſom Comforter ! 

Thou deareſt, richeſt Cordial to my Soul ! 

Thou haſt a Sea of Pity, pour it on me, 

Shed thy ſoft Dew of Mercy on my Love, 

And, oh! forgive the Wretch who kneels before thee; 


HIL I' Fair Inconſtant. 


* Safe and forgiven be the Hand I fall by. 
Power is yet mine, and it ab/olves my Murder. 
Live, my proud Enemy, and live in Freedom: 
Live—and obſerve, tho Chriſtians oft act ill, 
They muſt forgive ill Actions in another. 


I will go farther yet; ! will not leave thee, 

Till I fs ſoften'd Envy into Frienaſbip. 

— Mournful Alxira has been to unhappy : 

Lov'd to Diſtreſi, and married to Misfortune ! 

I would do ſomething to atone her Wrongs ; 

And with a ter Sen imprint her Pit: 

Take her, —and owe her to the Hand ſhe hates, 

Live—remember me, without a Curſe. ;, 

Reſume loſt Empire; . o'er your conquer'd States: 

Be Friends tb Gpaio—acn Enaming nels 221 
wit | HIII' : Alira. 


FORTITUDE. 


In ftruggling with Misfortunes | 
Lies the true Proof of Virtue, - On ſmooth Seas 
How many bauble Boats dare ſet their Sails, 
And make an equal Way with firmer Veſlels : 
But let the Tempeſt once enrage the Sea, 


— 
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And then behold the trong-rib'd 
Bounding between the Ocran and the Air, 
Like Perſeus mounted on his Pegajes ; 
Then where are thoſe weak Rivals of the Main ? 
Or to avoid the Tem fled to Port, 
Or made a Prey to Neptune. Ev'n thus 
Do empty Shew and true-priz'd Worth divide 
In Storms of Fortune. 
SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Creſſida. 


3 Thou haſt been 

As one in ſuff ring all, that ſuffers nothing: 

A Man who Fortune's Buffets and Reward: 

Haſt ta'en with equal Thanks. And bleſt are they 

Whoſe Blood and Judgment mingl'd are ſo well, 

That they are not a Pipe for Fortune's Finger 

To found what Stop ſhe pleaſes | 
| SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


Let Fortune empty her whole Quiver on me. 

I have a Soul that like an ample Shield, 

Can take in alt, and Verge enough for more ; 

Fate was not mine, nor am I Fate's, 

Souls know no Conquerors. Dv DEN Den Sebaſtian. 


Nor am I leſs, ev'n in this deſpicable Now, 
Than when my Name fill'd ici with a hes, 


-  Dejeted ! No, it never ſhall be faid 

That Fate had Power upon a Spartan Soul : 
My Mind on its own Centre ſtands unmov'd, 
And table as the Fabrick of the W Lt 
Propp'd on itſelf. Still 4 am Cloomrones, 
I fought the Battle bfavely which I've loſt z 
And loft it but to Macedonians, 


The Succeſlors of thoſe who conquer'd — | 
Twas for a too! ſuch a Cauſe I t. * 
0 N bs. 
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Unbounded Empire hang upon my Sword, 
Greece, like a lovely Halen ſtood in View, 
To fee the Rivals each other gore, 
But wiſh'd the Conqueſt mine. 
[ fled; and yet I langai h hot in Exile; 
But here in EY whet my blunted Horns, 1 
And meditatè new Fights, and chew my L6fs. 
| " Daxpadh 1 Cleoments. 


Be chearful;-k t it well, and all the Reft 
Leave to the Gods and Fortune. If they fail us, 
Their's be the Fault; for Fate is their's Mone: 

My Virtue, Fame, and Honour are my own. Bid. 


With fuch unſhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the ſwelling Tide of p — Fortune, 
Tho Mind grows yough by baſk — — "wu 
The Mind $ rou the Tempeſt; 
But in Succeſs d 2 ſinks to 5 . | 
And loſes all her Firmnefs. RoWwzr Tamerithr, 

Thou haſt ſeen Mount Atlas,” 
While Storms and Tempetts thunder on its Brows, 
And Oceans break their Blows at its Fett, | 
It ſtands unmov'd, and glories in its Height : 
Such is that haughty Man ; his tow'ring Soul, 
Loy the 1 and Itijurĩes of Fortune, 
| Avditon's Cat. 


Thy Virtues, Prince, have ſtood the Teſt of Fortune, 1 
Like r — bright, ad brings forth 8 | 
omes out more bright, . its 
Weight. ail. 
Where ſhalt we find a Man that bears A. 
Great and majeſtick in his Griefs, like Case? 
Heavens ! with what Strength, what Steadineſs of 


Mind, 
He triumphs in the Miaſt of all his Sufferings ! 
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How does he riſe againſt a Load of Woes, voy 
And thanks the Gods that throw the Weight upon 
him ! Appisox' Cato. 


How does the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 
Thro' the dark Cloud of Ills that cover him, 
Break out, 3 burn with more triumphant Bright- 
neſs; 
His Suff rings ſhine, and add a Glory round him. 
By Heav'n ! ſuch Virtues join'd with ſuch Succeſs, 
Diſtra& my very Soul: Our Father's Fortune 
Would almoſt tempt us to renounce his "_—_ 5 
| ; 14. 


Tho? plung'd in Ills, and exercis'd in Care, 
Vet never let the noble Mind deſpair: 
When preſs'd by Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timely Succour interpoſe; 
— —— our Virtue ſinks, o'erwhelm'd with Grief, 
y unforeſeen Expedients bring Relief. | 
A. — Diſftreſi'd Mother. 


Thus to bear Misfortune, | 
As what can be a greater, than to live 
At Diſtance from the Obje& of our Wiſhes ; 
That Ohbje& unenjoy'd, and in the Pow'r 
Of our worſt Foe—is Conſtancy ſo firm, 
Such ſtrong Adherence to the holy Mandate, 
As ſhall ſtand foremoſt in the Race of Time. 

| HavarD's Scanderbeg. 


* With native Luſtre, and unborrow'd Greatneſs, 
Thou ſhin'ſt, bright Maid, ſuperior to Diftreſs ; 
Unlike the trifling Race of vulgar Beauties, 
Thoſe glittring Dew-drops of a vernal Morn, 
That ſpread their Colours to . Beam, 
And ſparkling quiver to the B of May; 

But when the Tempeſt with ſonorous Wing, 


- 


1 4 
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Sweeps o'er the Grove, forſake the lab'ring Bough, | 
Diſpers'd in Air or mingled with the Duſt. | 
8. JounsoN's * 


No Diſtreſs 
Abſolves Dejection: Tis the Brave's Prerogative 
To feel without complaining. Hercules | 
Before he was a God, was, oft, unhappy. | 
What an unmaſt'ring Monarch muſt be make # = 


Who reigns not o'er Adverfity. | 
of Hits Merope, © | 


* O Shame to Fortitude ! . 
Shame to that manly Paſſion, which inſpires 
Its vigorous Warmth, when the bleak Blaſts of Fate 
Would chill the Soul. O call the read Virtue 
Quick to thy Aid, for ſhe is ever near thee, s14{an 
Is ever prompt to ſpread her ſeven-fold Shield 
O'er noble Breaſts. Mason's Elfride. 


FORTUNE. Se F ATE, Fool, VictssrTupe, 


When Fortune means to Men moſt good, | 7 | 
She looks __ them with a threatning Eye. 
SHAKESPEAR'S. r 7 


Will b never come with both Hands full, F 
But write her fair Words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 
She either gives a Stomach, and no Food ; 

Such are the Poor in Health : Or elſe a Feaſt, 
And takes away the Stomach ; ſuch are the Rich, 
That have Abundance, ow. enjoy it not. . 


- SRATSIPSAR" , "Hewy Iv; 


| beth bad n Hand dena 30. 
In what our Swords by Dint of Valour won, 
She to the Brave was ever a curs'd [> #04 
But I at laſt have bound her to m 


By exmquering Virwe to be-drag'd along ; And | | 
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And while her broken Wheel is proudly borne, 
She ſhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn. _ 
| Lee's Mithridates, 


Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, 
And purpl'd Greatneſs met my ripen'd Years. 
When firit I came to Empire, 4 was borne, 
On Tides of People crouding to my 'Triumphs : 
The Wiſh of Nations, and the willir World, 
Receiv'd-me as its Pledge of future Peace. 
I was fo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 

ate could not ruin me, till I took Pains, 

And wotk'd againſt my Fortune ; chid her from me, 
And turn'd her looſe, yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious N Ne ny 
Ar length have weary'd her; and now ſhe's gone. 
Gone, gone, divore'd for ever ! 0 
Fortune is Cæſar's now, and what am I ? 
Oh! I am now fo ſunk from what I was, 
Thou find'ſt me at my low. water Mark: 
The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe. 
What I have left is from my native 1 
I've ſtill a Heart that ſwells in Scorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. 
Glutton of Fortune! thy devouring Vouth 


Has Garv'd thy wanton Age. 
en ee 8. eee 08 for Deck. 


Nature meant me 
A Wife, a filly, harmleſs, houſhold Dove, 
Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit : 
Bat Fortune that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſh'd 


Why 
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Why was 1 fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakrelss 
But bears its Workings outward to the World. Jbie, 


I am made a ſhallow forded Stream, 
Seen to the Bottom; all my Clearneſs feorn'd, 


And all my Faults expos'd. Bid, 


Fate's dark Receſſes we ean never find, 

But Fortune at ſome Hours to all is kind: 
The Lucky have whole Days, which ſtill they chuſe ; ; 
Th' Unlucky have but Hours, and thole they loſe. 
Davon Tyranmic Love, 


Good Fortune that comes ſeldom, comes more wel. 
come. D&YDex's Oedipus, 


My Soul's il-matry'd to my Body: 
I would be young, be handſome, be belov'd. 
Could I but breathe inyſelf into Auraffus, 
Were but my Soul in Oraipus, 1 were a King z 
Then I had kilfd a Monſter, d a Battle, , 
And had my Rival Pris'ner ; _ brave ARtons ! 
Why have not I done theſe ? Fortune hinder d: 
There's it, I RT a LY | 
But Fortune will have nothing dons | that's 
But by young handſome Fools. 
Do all her Work: Hercules was a aa, 
And ftrait grew famous: A mad © RY 
Nay, worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff of which Heav'n makes a Hero. - 


Fortune's a Miftreſs that with Caution's kind. 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone 
They who tho” ſhe ſeem froward, yet court on. 


Orwar 's Don Carlos, 


Mere ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, 
Her Work would ceaſe, and half the World grow 
idle, OrTwar's Orphan. 
Pleaſure 


—— — —— 
_ ren cd. 8 1 
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Pleaſure has been the Bus'neſs of my Life, 
And every Change of Fortune eaſy t to me, 
Becauſe T fill was was eaſy to myſelf. | 
RYDEN's Don Sebaſtian, 


In all my Wars Fortune flew before me ; 
Sublime I ſat in Triumph on her Wheel, Ibid. 


* Fortune ſometimes aſſumes a rugged Brow, 
But to endear her Smiles, and make * Turn 
More welcome to us, as tis 2 ys 
How ſweet is Reſt after a toilſome Da 

How pleaſant Light after a Length o Darkneſs! 
How o_—_ Good-fortune after III. 


HavarD's Scanderbeg, 


*The ſoft Moiſture 
Fills my womaniſh Eyes, while on the ſudden Turns 
Of Fate I think, on Fortune's ſad Reverſes. 
Oft when blind Mortals think themſelves ſecure 
In Height of Bliſs, they touch the Brink of Ruin. 
Tuoursox' Agamemnon. 


Now, generous Sigi/munda, comes my Turn 
To ſhew my Love was not of thine unworthy 
When Fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee. 
But what is Fortune to the Wiſh of Love ? 
A miſerable Bankrupt! O tts poor, 
"Tis ſcanty all, whate'er we can beſtow ! 
The Wealth of Kings is Wretchedneſs and Want.— 
Tnoursox' s Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


FREEDOM. 


* The meaneſt Man who's free, ſhould look with 
ity 
Upon a Slave, adorn'd i in ther his Pride. 
| | MARTYN 's Timoleon, 


» He 
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* He who contends for Freedom, 
Can ne er be juſtly deemed his Sovereign's Foe : 
No, tis the Wretch that tempts him to ſubvert it, 
The ſoothing Slave, the Traitor in the Boſom, 
Who beſt deſerves that Name ; he is a Worm 


That eats out all the Happineſs of Kingdoms. 
Tunuoursox' Edward and Elionora. 


* Freedom is 
The brilliant Gift of Heay' n, 'tis Reaſon's Self 
The Kin of Deity). Brooke's Guſtavus Vaſa, 


Why am I left wnfree to chuſe— yet preſs d 
To tell thee my Deciſion ?—— The compell d 
To yield, di Conſent, and make Faith doubtful 5 
Kings ſhould diſdain to dread their powerful Foes 
Leſs, ſhould they deign, to ſwell the Pride of weak 
ones. 
I am a Captive. He, who holds not Freedom 
Has not his Will his . and chuſes nothi | 
Hill's Meroges | 


FRIEND. 


Ever note, Lucilius, PL 
When Love begins to ficken and decay, | 
It uſes an inforc'd Ceremony : 
There are no Tricks in plain and ſimple Faith. 
But hollow Men, like Horſes, hot at Hand, 
Make gallant Shew and Promiſe of their Mettles 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spur, 
They fall their Creſt, and, like deceitful lade, 


Sink in the Trial, 
Suarzzrran' s vile, Ceſar; 


The Friends thou haft, and their Adoption try'd, - 
Grapple them to thy Soul with Hoops of Steel : / 
But do not dull thy Palm with Entertainment 

Of each unllodg'd unhatch'd Comrade, Beware or 
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Of Entrance to a Qaairel; but being in, 

Bear't, that the O may beware of thee. 

Give every Man thy Ear, but few thy Voice. 

Take each Man's but reſerve thy Judgment. 

Neither a Borrower nor a Lender be; ; 

For Loan oft loſes both itſelf and Friend : 

Borrowing dulls the Edge of Huſbandry. 

This above all, to thine own ſelf be true, 

And it muſt follow, as the Night the Day, 

Thou can'ſt not then be falſe to any Man. 

CETKS SHAKESPEAR's Han. 
| True Happineſs 

Conſiſts not in a Multitude of Friends, 

— 2 _ Nor woald I have 

irtue 4 popular Regar re; . | 
Let them be good that love me, o' but ſew. 
Ben. Jonxsox's Cinthia's Revell. 


| I had a Friend that lov'd the; 
I was his Sdul.: He Hv'd not Bat in me: 
We were fo ttos'd within each other's Breaſt, 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. - 
That does not reach us yet: We were fo mix'd, 
As meeting Streams; both to ourſelves were loſt. 
We were one Maſs; we could not give nor take, 
But from the fame; for he was I, The. . 
Return my better Half, and give me all myſelf, 
For thou art all! | 
If I have any Joy when thou art abſent, 
I grudge it to myſelf; Methinks I rob 
Thee of thy Part. Dzxvpex's All for Lowe. 


Had 112 a Friend ſo deſperately ſick, 
That all Phyſicians had forfobk his Cure, 
All ſcorch'd without, and all _parch'd up within; 
The Moiſture that maintain'd conſuming Nature 
Lick'd up, and in a Fever fry'd away : 
Could you behold him beg wich dying Eyes 


A Glaf 
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A Glaſs of Water, and refuſe it him, 
Becauſe you knew it ill for his Diſeaſe ? 
When he would die without it, how could you 


Deny to make his Death more eaſy to him ? | 
Durbzw'r Rival Ladies, 


Thus from our Infancy we Hand in Hand = 
Have trod the Path of Life im Love 


One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, 
The ſame Averſion ſtill employ'd our Thoughts : © 
Whene'er had I a Friend that was not Polyder's 

Or Pohydor a Foe that was not mine? 


OTwar's Orphan, 


Neither has any Thing ke calls his own, 
But of each orher's Joys P 
do very honeftly, ſb. well they oe, 

As nnn each other den. 


Thou 1 of 1 
Than Nature's brittle 
a Arrival 

My B 
And languiſhed for — Rds Like a Prophet 


That wane th bern cnt his God. . 
Rows Tamer lane. 


— / MM 
One Faith has ever bound us, and one Reaſon 1 
Guided our Wills. Row; unn. 


Who knows the of Frien 
The Truft, Security Joys mutual >, 
11 22 


The double Joys, 3 each is g 
Secure 22 in Fortune and the World? | 


F Ts our only Wealth, 


* We 
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* We, Marcus, will be ever Friends! A Friend 
Outweighs th' Indulgence of a ſhort- liv d Joy. 
| | C1BBER's Cæſar in Egypt. 


As Fire and Water are of common Uſes, 
As in their Kinds eſſential for Support; 
So is a Friend, juſt ſuch a Friend as you 1 
The Joys of Life are heighten'd by a Friend; 
The Woes of Life are leſſen'd by a Friend; + | 
In all the Cares of Life, we by a Friend © + 
Aſſiſtance find—— Who'd be without a Friend? 

| WaANDESFORD'S Fatal Love, 


* ®* Thou think'ſ me, ſure, that abje& Slave thou art 
A Stranger to the ſacred Laws of Friendſhip 

Whom generous Sentiments could never warm. 
Shall I, becauſe the Waves begin to ſwell . 

And gathering Clouds portend the riſing Storm, 
Deſert my Friend and poorly fly to Shore ? 

Let them come on, an — o'er my Head: 

To the full Tempeſt's Rage expos'd together, 

Safe in the Barque of Innocence we'll ride, 
Outbrave the Billows, and deride their Tumult. 


; | Frzownp e's Philetas. 
* A Friend, who can, and does not ſhield, betrays 
X me. Tnoursonx' Coriolanus. 


FRIENDSHIP. 


. Friendſhip is conſtant in all other Things, 

Save in the Office and Affairs of Love; 

Therefore all Hearts in Love uſe their own Tongues : 

Let ev'ry Eye negociate for itſelf, a 

And truſt no Agent; for Beauty is a Witch, 

Againſt whoſe Charms Faith melteth into Blood. 
SHAKESPEAR's Much ado about Nothing. 


Ze not jealous of me, gentle Brutus, 


Were I a common Laugher, or did uſe ny 
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To ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Lore 

To every new Proteſter, if you know „g 7 

That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard, 7 

—— * ſcandal them, or if you know # 
rofeſs myſelf in banquetting 

70 2 a1 e Rout, then hold me dangerous. 


Sanne s Fulius Char. 
Alex. Riſe all, and thou, my ſecond (elf, my 


Love, 

O my  Hepheftion, raiſe thee from the Earth 

Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart : 

Art thou grown cold ? Why hang thy Arms at Di- 
ſtance ? 

Hug me, or, by Heav'n, thou loveſt me not. 

75 Not love my Lord Break not the Heart 

you fram'd, 

And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence ; bon [7s 2 

Then ftamp'd 2 it your own immortal . » 

ve! 


Not love Such is not Woman's : 
So fond a Friend wr Fi ſuch a ſacred Flame | 
As I muſt doubt to find in Breaſts above. | 
Alex. Thou do'ſt; thou lov'f me, un of all 
my Wars ! * ol 431 


Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurels ! 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 
Than Chtus loves the King. No Tears, run 1 
I read thy Paſſion in thy manly Eyes, ; | 
And glory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 
Above the rival Li hts that ſhine in Heav'n. 1 
III tell thee, Friend, and mark it all — . 
ry never mortal Man arriv'd to re 

ht as I, yet I would forfeit all, 
Caſt & all my buy es, and my conquer quer'd Crowns, f 
ne 5 

Lzz's 3 


In their Nonage a Sympathy Wort 4 
Unuſual join'd their — | 8d ANN 


Would make the ſaddeſt Tale bf Sorrow 
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They pair'd like Turtles; ſtill together drank, 

Together eat, nor quarrell'd for the Choice. 

Like twining Streams both' from one Fountain fell, 

42 ſtill mingled Smiles and Fears. 
LIE“ Co/ar Borgia. 

By Heav'ns I love 

My Polydor beyond 21 worldly Joys, 

And would not ſhock his Quiet, to be bleſt 

With greater Happineſs than Man e' er taſted. 


Orwar's Orphan. 


reatneſs knows 
Tars's Loyal General. 


Fri ip's the Privile 
ivate Men; for wretched 
eſſing {0 ſubſtantial. 


= 


There's Virtue in thy Friendfaip 


S* -ngthen Conſtaney, and welcome 
* Or wav — Pb 


He lov'd me well; ſo well he could but die 
To ſhew he lov'd me better than his Life: 
He Joſt it for me. Dx rpsx's Don Sebaftian, 


Friendſhip is Power and Riches all to me; 
s another Element of Life: 
Water and Fire not af more general Uſe 
.. the 9 — —— 1 the — 
an Friend ſhip to Being oy; 
1 inn ſerve > Friend 
dre, Fate of Cope 


for ever in my 
OWN. 


Lins live, and r 
Safe and unrival'd there 


+ And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 


Ye Saints that once were Women here below, 
Be Witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Wu here to this my other ſelf I vow —» 
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If I not hold her nearer to my Soul 


my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 
Nor wy the Bliſs of yeur nt OI 


Rowe's 7 ana Share. 
Friendſhip is above the Reach of Fortune, 
= to be rated from the blind Events 


Of giddy Chance. TrAPP's Abramule,,. 
Friendſhip is fill aceomy gany's wich Vans; 


And always lodg d in 'rous Minds, 
But tis a Strapg er to — — 5 
True, we can j Fn in Fattions and Cabale, 


A Horde etal on 
Which holds our mercenary ls together, | 
Is our own Intereſt, _ Bid 


Marcus, the Friendſhips of the World are oft 
ConfeEracies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleafure : 
Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its Baſis ; 
nn 
Mr nt ans 


*' Friendſhip 
The World — be a * t for below | | 
And Man himfelf: a nobler Sort of Brute: 
' Wherefore did Heav'n our God-like Reafon 
To make =o Charms of Converſation ſweet ;- © 2 
To o unboſom all our Woes: | 
To opes nd uno tow Wome T 

Tac Periender. 


a Friendſhips that are not founded upon Virtue 
Deſerve no better Names than Lea in Vice 
„What ſeeks the Drunkard in his lov'd — 

A Brain to bear, a Thirſt by Wine unſlack 0. 
What he, who gives the Rein to wanton Joys? 


2 
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Some Wretch of Morals diſſ lute as himſelf. 
Thus our own Appetites confirm the Choice; 
And when we think we ſeal a Man our Friend, 


And moſt approve him, we approve ourſelves. 
Faowope's Philetas, 


* Thou ſpeak'ſt him as — exacts 
From Man to Man, and not like byaſs'd Friendſhip.— 
Friendſhip, that fondly ſees but half our Faults, 


And multiplies our Virtues. | 
, HavarD's Scanderbeg. 


* Friendſhip ?— I have too deeply read Mankind 
To be amus'd with Friendſhip ; 'tis a Name 
Invented merely to betray Credulity : 

"Tis Intercourſe of Intereſts—— not of Souls 

Betwixt the Wiſe ; and when the Fool will deal, 

He only purchaſes a Lot of Air 

Yet pays bis Wife, or Fortune for the Bargain. 
Havard's Regulus. 


The two firm Rocks on which all Friendſhips ſtand 
Are Love of Freedom, and our Country's Glory; 
Piety, Valour, and paternal Love 

Form the ariſing Pile : The other Virtues 

Candour, Beneficence, and moral Truſt, 

Are Superſtructures, and adorn the Dome. Bid, 


* Reproach or mute Diſguſt is the Reward 
Of candid Friendſhip, that diſdains to hide | 
Unpalatable Truth. 3% The Regicidi. 
* * In Life's wry — * 
Our green Affections grew apace, an ; 
The genial Summer elle our joyful Hearts, 
To meet and mix each growing fruitful Wiſh. 
We're now embark' d upon that ſtormy Flood 
Where all the Wiſe and Brave are gone before us, 
Ere ſince the Birth of Time, to meet Eternity. 
2 Jonss'; Earl fork 
* Friend- 


- 
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* Friendſhip! A Commerce between Fools and 
Knaves 
Of ſordid Flattery, and weak Believing. . 
| FRANCI8's Conflantine, 


PROTESTATION / Fzienvpsnty. 
Oh ! thou art ſo near my Heart, that thou may A / 


ſee | | 
Its Bottom ; ſound its A to thee. 
h | Av Venice Prefers 4. 
Oh my lov'd Friend ! till now I never know 
The Pangs of parting Friendſhip. © | 
At Diſtance I have taſted of the Pain, 
When the rude Morn has ſunder d us away 
To our Repoſe: But by my Soul, I ſwear, 
Ev'n then my Eyes would drop a filent Tear, 


Repugnant ſtill to cloſe and ſhut out thee. - 
LaxpsDown's Jew Venice. 


Welcome, my worthy Friend; my Soul has pin'd 
And mourn'd in Secret for the Want of thee; © 
By Heav'n I find I am but Half myſelf, 885 
When thou my better Part, art abſent from me: 
For I, like Lovers, with Impatience wait. 
Each Moment think an Age till you return. 

Tz acy*: Periander, 


* O more than Brother O my nobler Self 
I ſwear by Honour, bythe ſacred Iuſtinct 
That Nature kindled in my infant Breaſt, - - 
That Taſte imptov d, and Neaſon makes immortal; 
My Soul that languiſh'd for thee, finds her powers 
Reſtor'd to Health and Vigour in thy Paeſence; 
Not more refreſhing are the Dews of Heaven 
To Araby's dry Deſart, than to me | 
Thy Sight and wiſh'd Return. 1.4 440 | 
LY | Marrzr' Maflaphe. 
Vor. I. M FROWN. 
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FROWN. 


All theſe Wrongs 
| Have never made me ſour my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one Wrinkle on my ties. 


SHAKESPEAR's Richard II. 


He parted frowning f. _ 
80 looks the chaP'd Lion AE 


i Upon the daring Huntſman, who has gall'd him 
Then makes him nothing. * ü 


SHAKESPEAR's Henry VIII. 


- I 3 how that ſullen Frown, 

ike ng Lightning, opens angry Heav'n 

And while it kilſs JeliChts, wy ; 
Davvpen's Don Sebaſtian. 


FUGITIVE. 


* The Great and Free, when Fugitives, are Slaves, 
And where they ſeek Protection, find their Graves. 


CiBBER's Ceſar in Egypt. 
FUTURE STATE. 


Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold Obſtructions, and to rot; 
This ſenſible warm Motion to become 
A kneaded Clod ; and the delighted Spirit 
Io bathe in fiery Floods; or to reſide 
In thrilling Regions of thick-ribb'd Ice; 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds; 
Or blown with reſtleſs Violence about 
The pendent World; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe that lawleſs and uncertain Thought 
Imagine howling ; "Tis too horrible! 
The wearieſt wa, moſt loathed worldly Life, * 
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That Pain, Age, Penury, and Impriſonment, 
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we fear of Death, 


SHAKBSPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure. 
The Thought of Death, to one near Death is 


dreadful ! 
Oh ! *'tis a fearful Thing to be no more 
Or if to be, to wander after Death ; 
To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day, 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths | 
That lead to Graves, and in the ſilent Vault, / 
Where lies your own pale Shroud, to hover o'er it, 
1 enter your forbidden Corps, 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs Lips : | 
Then, like a lone benighted Traveller, 
Shut on ** Lodgings, ſhall your Groans be an- 
| wer'd, 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt ſhakes 
our tender Form to Atoms. 


That I did love thee, Cæſar, oh! 'tis true, ö 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, / 
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy Death, 
To ſee thy Antony making his Peace, 
Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Foes, 
Moſt noble in the Preſence of thy Coarſe. 


Suk zs Fulius Ceſar. 


In th' other World our Souls ſhall there be mixt, 
Who knows but there our Joys may be compleat, | 
A happy Father thou, and I perhaps 
The ſmiling Mother of ſome little Gods. 

| Lzz's Mithridates. 
. — 
Wh there's one Day uman IIIs: 
F M 2 And 
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And who wou'd moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a Day mult pals ſomething or nohiby ? 

I ſhall be what I was again, before 

I was Adroftu.. DRY DEN“ Ocdipus, 


They talk of Heroes, and celeſtial Beauties, 
And wond'rous Pleaſures in the other World. Iid. 


O bliſsful ProſpeR of a future State 
Delightful Extaſy in I houghts of Death ! 
Methinks thro' all the vaſt and verdant Meads, 
No Roſe lies blaſted, and no Myrtle fades, 

But ever blooms 
Thro' all Elixium, all the flow 8 Groves. 
; oPxING's Pyrrhas. 


Methinks I'm more at eaſe now Death = 


Secure of any future Separation 


From her I love. 

We ſoon ſhall meet never to part again 3 

In that my Hopes are center d, and by that 

Imagination wound ſo high, that now 

My Soul intent on Paradiſe in Her, 

2 on the Rack its F — ſhall 2 
wrapt in Th t and negligent ain | 
| - " 1 's Abranmle, 


When thy great Soul has left 
Thy tortur'd Body, ſtay a Moment for me 
However a while in this inferior Region, 
I ſhall o'ertake thee, Son. _ /7 


There the brave Youth, with Love of Virtue fir'd, 
Who greatly in his Country” Caule expir'd, 
Shall know. he con I. re firm Patriot there, 
Who made the 9 of Mankind his Care, 
Tho' ſtill by Faction, Vice, and Fortune croſs d, 


Shall find che genereus Labour was not loſt. 


| Abotsox / Cato. 


* The 
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| The Gods are always juſt :w— 
And tho' we never meet again on Earth 

Thou know'ſt there is a Place—— a deflin'd Place, 
Where Haneſty and Virtue ſhall revive ; 
There every Senſe ſhall be abſorb'd in Thought, 
The Contemplation of our heav'nly Effence ; 
Where the firſt Mover ſhall himſelf Nil 

Divine Inſtrution ; — Where uncloy'd we taſte 
The Banquet of the Soul, the Feaſt of; Gods; 
Where no Misfortune enters, where no Care 

Sends forth the anxious Sig but all is Peace, 
Fullneſs of Pleaſure, and eternal Joy. 

| Havaxp' 1 Regulus, 


FUBURIPY. 


To be, or not to be! that is the eſtion ? 
Whether 'tis nobler in the Mind to ſuffer 
The Stings and Arrows of outragioug Fortune, 

Or to take Arms againſt a Sea of Troubles, 
And, by oppoſing, end them? To die! To fleep 
No mal and, by a Sleep to ſay we end 
The Heart-Aeh, and the thogſand nat'ral Shocks | 
That Fleſh is Heir to! is a Conſummation { 
Devoutly to be wiſh's/ To die! to ſleep! ß 
To fleep, 2 dream ! Ay, there's the Rub: 
For in 5 $ Slee 13 Death what Ureams may come, 
When we have ſhuffl'd off his mortal Coyle, ö 
Muſt give us Pauſe, There's the Reſpet _ 
That makes Calamity of ſo long Life: 9 
For who could bear the Whips and Scorns of Time, | | 
Th' Oppreſſor's „e the poor Man's Contumely, 1 
The Pang of deſpis d Love, the Law's Delay, 
The In lence of Office, and the Spurns | 1 
That patient Merit of th' Unworthy — | 
When he himſelf might his Quietus make 
With a /bare Bodkin? Who would Fardles bear, 1 
To groan and ſweat under a weary Life, 

, M 3 But 


1 
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But that the Dread of ſomething after Death, 
The undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Bourne 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the native Hue of Reſolution 
Is ficklied o'er with the pale Caſt of Thought, 
And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this Re their Currents turn away, 
And loſe the Name of Action. 

SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet, 


Think, timely think, on the laſt dreadful Day, 
How you will tremble there, to ſtand expos'd 
The foremoſt in the Rank of guilty Ghoſts 
That muſt be doom'd for Murder! Think on Murder ! 
That Troop is plac'd a from common Crimes ; 
The Damn'd themſelves wide, and ſhun that Band, 
As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 

Tis terrible, it ſhakes, it ſtaggers me; 
I know this Truth, but I repell d the Thought. 
Sure there is none but fears a future State; 
And when the moſt obdurate ſwear they do not, 
Their trembling Hearts belye their boaſting Tongues, 

Dxypen's Spaniſh Friar. 


Thus _ too careleſs — future _—_ 
Diſpute, know nothing, and repent too late. 
i" | Dzxypen's Duke of Gui/e, 


Divines but peep on undiſcover'd Worlds, 
And draw the diſtant Landſkip as they pleaſe: 
But who has e'er return'd from thoſe bright Regions, 
To tell their Manners, and relate their Laws ? 

| Darpzx' Don Sebaftian. 


GARB. 
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GARB. 


1 H O W — is the Garb of Wretchedneſs 
When wow by Virtue ? Faſhions turn to 
Folly ? 
Their Colours tarniſh, and their Pomps grow poor 
To her Magnificence, Brooke's Guflavus 1 2 


GHOST, 


Art thou ſome God, ſome A —_— or ſome Devil, ) 
That mak' my Blood cold, my Hair to ſtare ? 


Speak to me what thou art. 
SHAKESPEAR'S py Gor, 
1 faded at the 9 the Cock, | / 


And ſtarted like a guilty Thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. ' SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


** thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn'd, 
. thee Airs from Heaven, or Blaſts from Hell, 
y Events wicked or charitable, | 
Thou comeſt in ſuch a queſtionable 8 ,f | 
That I will ſpeak to thee. Oh! oh! anſwer any; 7 


Let me not burſt in Ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz'd Bones, hearſed in Eartb, 
Have burſt their Cearments ? Why the Sepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly interr'd, 
Has op'd its pond'rous and marble Jaws, | 

To let thee out again ? What — this mean, 
That thou, dear Corſe, again in compleat Steel 
Reviſit'ſt thus the Glimpſes of of the Morn, 

Making Night hideous, and us Fools of Nature, 

So horribly to ſhake our Diſpoſition, : 
With Thoughts beyond the of our Souls ? 
M 4 I am 


N 


Sold chat will 


248 The BTAUTIES of 


I am thy Father's Spirit, 
Doom'd far a certain Time to walk the Night, 
And for the Day confin'd to faſt in Fires, 
Till the foul Crimes, done in my Days of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away. SHakEsPEAR's Hamlet. 


| * If parted Souls 
Can leave the Midnight Caverns dark and dam 
Where ſleeps their mouldering Duſt, to walk on Earth ; 
This very now, the Spectre of a Man 
It bore the Semblance of my buried Father 
Stalk'd pale and terrible athwart my Sight? 
And glar'd a Look of Anger as it paſs'd ! 

— —- —- —- - I ſaw it plain. 


Burſt, dimly flaſhing round me, and diſclos'd 
The hideous Viſion MaLiLleT's Muffapha. 


G.Q L D. See AvarIcs and Mets. 


Gels yellow, glitt ring precious Gold !/ | 
— ale Black white, Foul fair, Wrong 
rig t, | q 


Baſe noble, Old young, Coward valiant ! 
Ha {1 you Gods! why this 
Will lug your Prieſts and Servants from your Sides; 
Pluck ſtout Mens Pillows from below their Heads 
This yellow Slave | 
Will knit and break Religions ; bleſs th' Aceurs'd ; 
Make the-hoar Leproſy ador'd ; place Thieves, 
And give them litle, Knee, and Approbation, 
With Senatort on the Bench. bs: 

4 SHAKESPRAR's Tinos of Athens. 


Which buys Admi ; oft it doth, yea, and makes 


Diana's 
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Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves, and yield uß 
Their Deer Ts addr of the 3 0 50 2 Gold 
Which makes the true Man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief and true Man. 
What can it not do and undo ? ; 
SHAKESPBAR's Cymbelline, 


* Tempting Gold alone 

In this our Age more Marriages compleats 
Than Virtue, Merit. or the Force of Love. 
Tis not th' external Sweetneſs of the Face, 
Th' inward Excellence of a virtuous Mind, 
The juſt Behaviour, and the graceful; Mien, 
With all th' Endowments Nature can beſtow 
Can pleaſe the Wretch whoſe Riches are his God, 
Who'd rather ranſack Ind:an Mines for Gold | 
Than revel in ſome matchleſs Beauty's Arms: - 
For which, may he ne'er taſte the Joys it yields, 
But as a Midas, wallowing in his Store, © 
Like him be curit amidſt bis Heaps of Wealth. 

|  Wanpgsrord's Fatal Leue. 


* O Jeve, why didſt thou fix thy unerring Stamp 
On Gold to mark the adulterate from the true, 

And gaveſt no Token to diſtinguiſh Man 
From Man; the righteous from the baſe Allay., | 


{ 


Cn. Jounson's Medes. 


* For Gold, they want it moſt, who have it moſt ; 
Yet is it known a ſmooth- tongu'd Orator : 
All the Gods ſecond -thoſe, whom Fortune * 


„O Gold ! wer't not for thee, what great Deſign, 
What bold Ambition, that outſtretches Juſtice, 
Could have Succeſs ꝰ Thou buy'ſt our very Prayers: 
Thou art the Heart of Oppoſition, ; 


Fadion. Wer't not for thy Aid 
Ang the Tooth + ai * R 
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Succeſs would vary like the uncertain Wind, 


And Honeſty might proſper ! | 
| _ © IRIS 3 Charles I. 


* Ye gilded Slaves of Avarice and Power, 
Who hug, ev'n Bondage, in the Shape of Gold! 
Look backwards to Dentatus" — Example, 
Whoſe beſt Ambition was to ſerve his Country; 
From Pyrrhu;* Breaſt what Honours did he tear 
His Armies routed, and himſelf expell'd, 

Driv'n like an Outcaſt from Italian Land: 

And when the Senate, for his glorious Deeds 
Thinking his Triumph (tho by far more grand 
Than e'er reach'd Rome on Wings of 3 
Too poor to ſpeak their Gratitude, decreed, 

That tho' no Roman could poſſeſs in Land 

Above ſeven Acres he ſhould be excepted 

And up to fifty ſwell'd the laviſh Grant: 

Did he accept the Offer of the Senate? 

Did he not tell them that, with Juſtice, Rome 
Might with a jealous Eye behold that Man, 

Who aim'd at more Poſſeſſions than the reſt, 
And ſtood the foremoſt in Diſtinction's Rank ?—— 
_ Havarv's Regulus. 


* The Luſt of Gold ſucceeds the Luſt of Con ueſt, 
The Luſt of Gold, unfeeling and remorſeleſs | 


The laſt Corruption of degenerate Man 
S8. JounsoN's Jrene. 


r 


| _ * Real Glory 
Springs from the filent Conqueſt of ourſelves ; 
And without that the Conqueror is nought 
Bat the firſt Slave. | TromPs0N's Sophonizha, 


* O Glory ! how deceitful is thy View ! 
 3uch are thy Charms, that o'er th' uncertain Way or 
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Of Vice and Faction, thou, to hide the Mm 
Doſt to the outward Eye ſhew fair Appe⸗ : 
And then too late —— backward to — Path 

Of long neglected Virtue. 
HavarD's Kix Charles I. 


* Glory, tho' deaf to dying Groans in War, 
May lend a pitying Ear to Peace unſoil'd. 
Cinner's King John. 


* Can brave Leontius be the Slave of Glory? 
Glory, the caſual Gift of thoughtleſs Crowds ! 
Glory, the Bribe of avaritious as 

8. JounsoNn's Irene. 


© * Diſeaſe confers 
The Stamp of Value upon Health ; and Glory 
Is the fair Child of Peril, The Regicide. - 


GRATITUDE. 


He that hath Nature in him muſt be grateful, 
"Tis the Creator's pri great Law 
That links the Chain f to each other, 
Joining the greater to the leſſer Nature, 
Tying the Weak and Strong, the Poor and Pow'rful, 
Subduing Men to Brutes, and ev'n Brutes to Men. 


Themiſtecles. 


* The Wretch, whom Gratitude once fails to bind, 
To Truth or Honour let him lay no Claim ; 
But ſtand confeſs'd the Brute 2 s'd in Man. 
And when we wou'd, with utmoſt Deteſtation, * 
Single ſome Monſter from the Traitor-herd, | 
Tis but to ſay, Ingratitude's his Crime. | 
FrxowpE's Philetas. 


* When Gratitude o'erflows the 5 . 
And breathes in free and vncorrupted Traiſe 


F 


For 


£ 


TY 
* 
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For Benefits receiv'd ; propitious Heaven 
Takes ſuch Acknowledgment as fragrant Incenſe, 
And doubles all its Bleſſings. LILTo's Elmerich. 


| * Do than repay the Gift 
Leſt unrewarded Mercy loſe its Charms. 
Profuſe of Wealth, or bounteous of Succeſs, 
What Heav'n beſtows the Privilege to bleſs ; 
Let no weak Doubt the gen'rous Hand reſtrain, 


For when was Pow'r beneficent in vain. | 
S. Jonxsoxꝰ Irene, 


GRAVE. 


| The reconcili ng Grave 
Swallows Diſtinction firſt, that made us Foes, 


Then all alike lie down in Peace 1 N 
| SOUTHERN's Fatal Marriage. 


* What will they then avail him in the Grave ? 
His various Policies, refin'd Devices | 
His fubtle Wit, his quick capacious Thought? 
Will they go with him to the Grave? No, no} 


Why then ſhould he be proud ? 
| MarTYN's Timolcon. 


6/4  * $hall I not ref 
Within the peaceful Tomb, where I may ſleep 
In calm Oblivion, and forget the Wrecks 
Of ſtormy Life—No Sounds difterb the Grave 
Of murther'd Huſbands !—Or the difmal Seream 
Of Infants periſhing.— The Regicide. 


GREATNESS, 


Now climb'th Tamora Olympus" * 21 
Safe out of Fortune's Shot and ſits aloſt, 
Advafc'd above pale En 's threatning Reach, 
As when the golden Sun ſalutes the Morn, 
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And having gue: the Ocean with his Beams. 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliſt ri _— | 


And overlooks the higheſt piercing | 
| SHaKkgSPEAR's Titus —— 


He doth beſtride the narrow World, | 

Like a Coloſſus, and we petty Men / 

Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 

To find ourſelves diſhonourable Graves. 
SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ceſar. 


Fd 


He like a Pyramid revers'd is grown, 
Ev'n from a Point, to the moſt dreadful 3 
His ny Name already ſhakes the World. 
LzE's Theodofrnr. 


Now more N riſe, more Rivers flow, 
And more Stars ſhine in my ſtill growing Empire. 
The Sun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the View, whilſt far disjoin d. 
My Subjects live unheard of _ other 
Theſe wrapp'd in Shades, w ＋ the the en 


Their Day is various, but their From 
YounG's Bet. | 


GREATNESS eo POWER. $48 Sconn, 
See EMPEROR and Eur. See VicissITUDE." 


Could fer; Men thunder, | 

— Jove *. ch, 2s would ne'er be quiet; 3 

or ev ti cer 
Would uſe his Leu for Thunder : f 7 
Nothing but Thunder. Merciful Heavn! | 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulph'rous Bolt 
Split'ſt the — and gnarled Oak, ; 
Than the ſoft Myrtle: O, but Man! proud Man 
Dreſs'd in a little brief Authority, 
Moſt ignorant of what lies moſt aſſur d, 


_ But 
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But glaſſy Eſſence, like an angry Ape, | 
Plays ſuch fantaſtic Tricks before high Heav'n, 
As make the Angels weep ; who with our Spleens 
Would all themſelves laugh mortal. "WE 

| SHAKESPEAR's Meaſure for Meaſure. 


We cannot weigh our Brother with ourſelf : 
Great Men may jeſt with Saints ; 'tis Wit in them, 
But in the Leſs foul Prophanation, Thid. 


That in the Captain's but a chulerick Word, 
Which in the Soldier is flat Blaſphemy. Bid. 


Farewel, a long Farewel to all my Greatneſs 
This is the State of Man: To- day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hope; To-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Prof ; 
And when he thinks, good eaſy Man, full ſurely, 
His Greatneſs is a rip'ning, nips his Root, 

And then he falls as I do. I have ventur'd, 

Like little wanton Boys, that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many a Summer in a Sea of Glory, 

But far beyond my Depth. My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me, 
Weary and old with Service, to the Mercy 

Of a rude Stream that muſt for ever hide me. 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry VIII. 


Greatneſs, thou gaudy Torment of our Souls, 
The wiſe Man's Fetter, and the Rage of Fools. 
OTwar's Alcibiades. 


I now begin to loath all human Greatneſs; 
Fl fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be my Guide; 
Love, that's more worth than all the World beſide. 
State grows uneaſy when it hinders Love, 

A glorious Burden which the Wiſe remove. 


” 1 
by 
* 
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Whom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 
And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. 
a ' DzYDeEn's Aurengzebe, 


Greatneſs, moſt envied when leaſt underſtood, 
Thou art no real but a ſeeming Good ; 
Sick at the Heart, thou in the Face look'ſt well; 
By thy exalted State we only gain 
To be more wretched than the Vulgar can 
SEDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra. 


How are we bandied up and down by Fate, 


By ſo much more unhappy, as we're t! 
N * Gru Carlos. 


And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
She's clogg'd with Sceptres, and to Crowns confin'd. 


Lee's Theodofius. 
For I diſdain Ws? 


All Pomp when thou art by : Far be the Noiſe 

Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another Way. 5 
Free as the Foreſt Birds we'll pair together, 

Without remembring who our Fathers were; 

Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Meads,  - 
And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Souls 
Together drink the Cryſtal of the Stream, 

Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields : 
And when the golden Evening calls us — 1 
Wing to our downy Beds, ſleep till Morn. Jbid. 


* O'! hard Condition ours! twin-born with 
Greatneſs ! | | | 

What infinite Heart's-eafe does high Birth loſe, 
That the low World enjoys! and what boaſt we, 
Save Ceremony, which low Life has not too? 
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony : 
What elſe but Place, Degree, and empty Form ? 
What drink'ſ thou of, inſtead of Homage —_—_— 


LY 


2 
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But poiſon'd Flattery ?=-O ! be ſick, vain Greatneſs, 

And bid thy Ceremony give the Cure ! 

Can'ſt thou when thou command'ſt the Beggar's Knee 

Command the Health of it? No, thou proud Dream 

Laid in thy high - rais d and majeſtic Bed, 

Thou ſleep ſt leſs ſoundly, than the wretched Slave; 

Who with full Body, and a vacant Mind. 

Gets him to Reſt, cramm d with diſtreſsful Bread, 

Never ſees horrid Night, that Child of Hell! 

But ſweats in the Sun's Eye, from Riſe to Set; 

And follows ſo the ever- rolling Year, | 

With profitable Labour to his Grave | 

And but for Ceremony ſuch a Wretch 

Winding up Days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep, 

Has greatly the Advantage of a King !. 
Hir Henry V. 


oh Greatneſs thou art but a flatt ring Dream, 
A watry Bubble, lighter than the Air. | 
, Tracy's Periander. 


* Oh Greatneſs ! Bane of Virtue and of Honour, 
Sure Great and Good can never meet in one. 
Who would not rather wiſh in homely Cells 
Or meaneſt Cottages to lead his Life, | 
Where dwells Content, ineſtimable Prize ! bid. 


| Wat a Scene 

Of ſolemn Mockery is all human Grandeur! 

Thus worſhipp'd, thus exalted by the Breath 

Of Adulation, are my Paſſrions ſooth d? 

My ſecret Pangs aſſwag d? The Peaſant-hind 
Who drives his Camel o' er the burning Waſte, 

With Heat and Hunger ſmote, knows happier Days, 
And ſounder Nights than I. MaiLeT's Mufapha. 


* How bappy they, beneath the bumble Roof 
Who live by Nature, and by Nature love | 
Theirs is the calm, the peaceful State of Bliſs nne 
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While venal Grandeur, whoſe accurſt Abode 

The pleaſing God-head ſtill abhorrent flies, 

Taſtes no true Joy ; and only ſeems to love, 

Diſſembling, faithleſs, full of ſecret Woes. 
PaTERSON's Arminius, 


bs What a Blindneſs _ 
Is theirs of human Grandeur ! Give me, Gods 
A Cottage and Concealment. Hiuu's Merepe, 


* My little ones! Come to your Sire's Embrace : 
'Tis all he can beftow—In them behold 
What human Grandeur is—The Peaſants Offspring 
Have ſome Retreat, ſome ſafe, tho' lowly Home: 
But you, my Babes, you have no Habitation ! 
MauzT's Afﬀred. 


Thrice happy they, who fleep in humble Life, 

Beneath the Storm Ambition blows. "Tis meet 

The Great ſhould have the Fame of Happineſs, 

The Conſolation of a little Envy ; 

Tis all their Pay, for thoſe ſuperior Cares, | 

Thoſe Pangs of "Heart, their — can fea, 
 Yaune! s Brothers. . 


al 


My Grief lies all within. | 
And thoſe external Manners of Laments, { 
Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 4 
That ſwells with Silence in my tortur d Soul: 
There lies the Subſtance. 
SHAKESPBAR's Richard II. 


Grief has ſo wrought „ 2b fr 90 4 | 
He takes falſe Shadows Fabia: 
SHAKESPEAR's Titans aue. 


My Grief was at the Hei ght before thou. cam'ſt. 
N now like Nils, it dickainech Bounds. * 
1 
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Give Sorrow Words : The Grief that does not ** 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught Heart, and bids it bre 
| SHAKESPEAR's Macbeth. 


"Tis not alone my inky Cloke, 

Nor cuſtomary Suits of ſolemn Black, 

Nor windy Suſpiration of forc'd Breath, 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye, 

Together with all Forms, Modes, Shews of Grief, 

That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed ſeem, 

For they are Actions that a Man might play : \ 

But I have that within which paſſes Show, 

Theſe are but the Trappings and the Suits of Woe. 
SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


But to perſevere 
In obſtinate Condolement, is a Courſe 

Of impious Stubboraneſs : Tis unmanly Grief : . 
It ſhews a Will moſt uncorrect to Heav'n, 

A Heart unfortify'd, a Mind impatient, 

An Underſtanding ſimple and unſchool'd. 

For what we know muſt be, and is as common 
As any the moſt vulgar Thing to Senſe, | 
Why ſhould we in our vith Oppoſition 

Take it to Heart ? Fie Pads a Fault to Heav'n ; 

A Fault againſt the Dead ; a Fault to Nature ; 
To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theme 

Is Death of Fathers, and who ſtill have cry'd, 
From the firſt Coarſe to his that died To- day. 
This muſt be ſo, Ibid. 


Thou think'ſt tis much that this contentious Storm 
Invades us to the Skin; ſo 'tis to thee, ' 
But where the greater Malady is fix't, | 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: When the Mind's free 
The Body's delicate. The Tempeſt in my Mind, 
Doth from my Senſes take all feeling elſe 
Save what beats there. SHakesPEaAR's King Lear. 


1 felt 
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I felt no Sorrows then, but now my Grief, 
Like feſt'ring Wounds, grown cold, begins to \mart, 7 
The raging Anguiſh gnaws and tears my Heart. 
RocuesTER's Valentisian. 


Grief, tho' not cur'd, is eas'd by Company. 
| DRYDEN": Aurem xcbe. | 


Her Auf ning Grief, | 
Who ſaw her Children laughter d all at once, Af 
Is dull to mine. Dzypen's Ocdipus. 


The Sun, who with one Look ſurveys the Globe, 
Sees not a Wretch like me : And could the World 
Take a right Meaſure of my State within, 

Mankind muſt either pity me, or ſcorn me. 
Daxvven's Maiden Queen. 


My Soul lies hid in Shades of Grief, 
Wheace, like the Bird of Night, with half-hut Eyes 
She peeps, and fickens at the Sight of Day. 

Darpzgx' Rival Ladies. 


There is a Kind of mournful Eloquence ' 
In thy dumb Grief, which ſhames all clam'rousSorrow: 


LIE“ Jes. 


I am dumb, r v2, 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no End. 
Or war“ Cain. Marius. 


I have been in ſuch a diſmal Place, 
Where Joy.ne'er enters, which the Sun ne'er cheers z 
Bound in with Darkneſs,  o'erſpread with 3 
Where I have ſeen (if I could ſay I ſaw) cs BE) { 
The good old King, majeſtick in his Bonds, 

And midſt his Griefs, moſt venerably great 

By a 2 Lamp. which feebly brolce 

The gloomy Vapours : He lay ftretch'd along 
Up th' unwholſome Earth, his * fix d ug, 


«„ 
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And ever and anon a ſilent Tear 

Stole down, and trickled from his hoary Beard : 

My Heart is wither'd at that piteous Sight, 

As early Bloſſoms are with Eaſtern Blaſts. 

He ſent for me, and While I rais'd his Head, 

He threw his aged Arms about my Neck, 

And, ſeeing that I wept, he preſs'd me cloſe ; ; 

So leaning Cheek to C eek, and Eyes to Eyes, 

We min ed Tears in a dumb Scene of Sorrow. 
DarpzEx', lune Friar. 


Oh! nothing now can pleaſe me: 
Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 
And all the inſeparable Train of Grief, a 
Attend my Steps for ever. Dx vn lr. | 


All Days to me henceforth are equal : 
To-morrow, and the next, and each that follows, 
Will undiſtinguiſh'd roll, and bat . n 
* e Line of more extended 
| Conca uE 5 M Bride. 


It is the Wreteh's Comfort ſtill to have 
Some ſmall Reſerve of near and inward Whew + 
Same unſufpeted Hoard of darling Grief, 


Which they, unſeen, may wail, and . and mourn, 


n. 


7 Glutton liks, devour alone. 


Time gives Increaſe 20 my Afidtions : 
The circling Hours. that gather all the Woes 
Which are diffus'd thro" the revolving Year, * |, 
Come heavy loaden with th' _ preſſive Weight - 1 
Tome; with me ſucceſſively they-leave 1 1 
The Sighs, the Tears, 9 the-reſfcſs Cares, 
And all grew =" Fevep Grief chap: did retard their 


They ſhake their — Wings, and ſcatter all 
Their dize collected Dews- on my poor Head, 


This 6p with Joy and Swiftneſs trom me. 1 


Oh 
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- © Ohlet us not 
But fink each other down! —_ | 
Where levell'd low, no more we'll lift our Beadle: 91 
But prone and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth 
With Rivecs of inceſſant ſcalding Rain. 
| ConcREeve's Moarning Brie. - 


Why doſt thou heave, and ſtifle in thy Grief? © 
Thy Heart will burſt ; 1 Eyes look * 1. — ſtart : 
Give thy Soul awny tel me thy 
Thy 204 ſelf hed feel each find: 8 s Woun 


And Woe ſhould be in equal Portions dealt. 11 «7 


For this T mourn, and will for ever mourn J 
Nor will I change theſe black and diſmal Robes; 
Or ever dry thete ſwoll'n and wat'ry Eyes, } 
Or ever taſte 8 or Peace of Heart, 
While I Have Life and Thought of my Biphonſo. 


T 


1 4 
Jos 


That eating Canker, Grief, with waſteful Spighe, 
Preys on che 1 Bloom of Youth and Beauty. 
Ha ranges Ambitious . 


_ Hi Griefs baye rent my aged Heart aſunder 3. 
h'd on the damp unwholſome Earth he | 
Nor ad my Prayers or Tears the Power to ove kit / 
Now motionlefs, as Death, his Eyes are fwd, 
And then anion he farts, and caſts them u . 
And „Swaning, u Jam th' Accurs'd of E Heav'n. 
TY Row E“ Fair d e 


O take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee 
I'll number Groan for 9 and Tear for Text 4 
And when. the Fountai thy Eyes are dry, 
Mine ſhall fupply the rem, weep for has”! 4 

4 GIST 1 


No Roſes Tig, modi iy fading Cheek, 
Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 


But 


es 
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But haggard Grief, lean-looking, ſallow Care 

And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train 

Dwell on my Brow all hideous and forlorg. 
Rowse's Jane Shore, 


Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, 
Her waning Form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy m Woman, or Defire in Man : | 
She never ſees the Sun, but thro” her Tears; 


And wakes to ſigh the live-long Nights away. 16d. 


Might my big ſwollen Heart 
Vent all its Griefs, and give a Looſe to Sorrow, 
Marcia, could anſwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace 
With all thy Woes, and count out Tear tor Tear, 
ApD1$0N's Cato. 


But know, young Prince, that Valour ſoars above 
What the World calls Misfortune and Affliction: 
Theſe are not Ills,- elſe they would never fall 
On Heaven's firſt Fav'rites, and the beſt of Men. 
The Gods in Bounty work up Storms about us, 
That give Mankind Occafion to exert "DH 
Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 
Virtues which ſhun the Day, and lie conceal'd 
In the ſmooth Seaſons and the Calms of Life. 16:4. 


Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrows, / 


But to the Gods permit th' Event of Things: 
Our Lives diſcolour'd with the preſent Woes, 


May ſtill grow bright and ſmile with happier Hours. 
So the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains 
Of ruſhing Torrents,” and deſcending Rains, 


Works itſelf clear, and as it runs refines, 


Till by Degrees the floating Mirror mines; 
Reflects each Flower that on the Border grows, 


And a new Heav'n in its fair Boſom ſhows. Ibid. 
A Soul 


* 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 263 
A Soul exaſ in Ills, Falls out, 
With every Thing, its Friend, itſelf. Bid. 


What a rich Feaſt the canker Grief has made, 
How has it ſuck'd the Roſes of thy Cheeks ! 
And drank the liquid Cryſtal of thy Eyes. 


SEWELL's Sis. Walter Raleigh. 


Thou and thy Sorrows now are all at Peace, 

But I have Woes, unnumbred Woes to come : 

If any aſk whoſe Eyes are forc'd to ſee | 
Unhallow'd View, a murther'd Lover's Coarſe 3 | 
If any-aſk whoſe Arms expect to graſp 5 | 
A dying Father in a laſt Embrace; 

If any aſk what Orphan's Tongue muſt. charm — "> 
The Ghoſt of Sorrow in a widow'd Mother, 
Conduct him here. In me behold that Wretch, | 


The Scene and Center of all human Grief. Bi. 


I faw her 
Caſt on the Ground, in mourning Weeds ſhe lies, - 
Her torn and looſen'd Treſſes ſhade her round, 
Thro' which her Face, all pale as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a fickly Moon, too m__— her Grief 
For Words or Tears, but ever 
After a dreadful ſtill infidious 8 
Collecting all her Breath, long long ſuppteſr d $4 bs ö 
She ſobs her Soul out in a len d Groan, 
So ſad it breaks the Heart of all that hear, 
And ſends her Maids in Agonies away. | 


Young's Bufiris | 


A-while ſhe ſtood 3 (ud 
Transform'd by Grief to Marble, and appear'd 
Her own pale Monument ; but when ſhe * 
The ſecret Anguiſh of her wounded Soul, e 
So moving were the Plaints, they wou d have footh d 
The ſtooping Falcon to ſuſpend his F light, 
al And ſpare his Morning Prey. Fs8xTON'; Mariam. 2 


To give my Mis ries their only Cure. 


£ 
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O grudge me not the dear Repaſt of Grief { 
Grief is the only Food my Senſe can bear! 
Love has reſign'd its Fondneſs to Affliction 
Which with the ſame Impatience ſeeks its Object, 
And thus would feed its Woes with full Deſpair 
' CiBBER's Cæſar in Agypt. 


_ * Ev'n Grief becomes her! 
Grief reigns with filent Pleaſure in her Face 
As if delighted to be dreſs'd in Beauty. 


ih MaxTYn's Timoleon. 
* Talk not to me of Comfort, Lord; talk to the 
| Waves J 


While o'er the troubled Ocean, bellowing loud 

The ſtormy Winds in wild Comention blow); 

And toſs the liquid Mountains to the Sky. 

Huſh them to "and then to me ſpeak Comfort, 
Fewo) Philotas, 


*- Tis impotent to grieve for what is pa 
And unavailing only to exclaim. 22 
Lat aff Havard's Scanderbey.. 
* Words will have Way: Or Gris, ſuppreſs'd in 


vain, | 
Would burſt its Paſſage, with th' oxtryGing Soul. 
Hur) Alzira. 


* I prithee het wh grieve ! Is that deny'd me ? 


. 0, 
I will not be debar'd the Right of Lamentation: 
O that my Wailings had the Thunder's Voice, 
That I might rive the very inmoſt Earth, 
Till from the hollow Womb grim Death might riſe 


irg King Jon. 


| O Luxury 
Of mutual Ill! Let us enjoy the Feaſt ! 


- 
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To Groan ** Groan, in Concert raiſe 
Our Lamentation ; and when Sorrow ſwells 
Too big for Utterance, the filent Streams 
Forbear to flow, the Voice again ſhall wail. 


The Regicide. 


Act for me, now, and ſave me, Great Aide! 
To Power like thine, all Things are poflible ; | 
And Grief, oppreſs'd on Earth, finds. Friends in 


Heaven. 
Then when the woe-preſs'd Heart is tir'd with Care, 


And every human Proſpect bids deſpair, | 
Break but one Gleam of Heavenly Comfort in, 


And a new Race of 1 thence, begin. 
_ Hitz”; Mere. 


| * We 1 
There oft is found an Avarice in Grief; 


1 the wan Eye of Sorrow loves to gaze 
Upon its ſecret Hoard of treaſur d Woes et 


In pining Solitude. 
Mason“, Btfida.” 


Am 1 . 
Am I a Princeſs? Love and Empire mine? 1 
on orgeous Viſions dancing i 5. my Si bt! LH o 
ere I ſtand a naked ſhip wreek'd retch; 


Cala, 2222 pale, "ſpent, helpleſs, hopelets 


Caſt on a Shore as cruel as the Waves, 
O'er-hung with rugged Rocks too to climb 5 
The Mountains Billows loud, ——_— in : 


Tremendous, and n ere they devour. 
Yo UNG ' Brothers on 


This 8 Deſart, r Wood, 


I better brook than flouriſhi Pd Towns, 
Vor. I. N — Here 


266 Du BEAUTIES of 


Here I can fit alone, unſeen of any, 

And to to the Nightingale's gomplaining Notes 

Tune my Diſtreſſes, and record my Woes. 
SHAKESPEAR's Tue Gentlemen of Verona. 


Dear ſolitary Groves, where Peace does dwell ! 
Sweet Harbouss of pure Love and Innocence |! 
How willingly ly coull 1 for ever ſtay _ 
Beneath the hag. of yaur abe g Greens, 
Lining to the Harmony of warbling Birds, 
Lang with the. gentle Murmur. of the Wi . 

n whoſe Bank, in various Livery, _. | 

The * 1} Offs ng of the early Year, _ 

Their Heads, 4h e graceful Swans, bent en 


down 
See their own Beauties in the cryſtal Flood. 
| dr 5 Valentinian. 


"GUILT. £ 


Bebold her Jailey Lochs; for Sat will hes 


Tho' Tongues were out of Ufe 
SHAKESPEAR'; 0 


Where ſhall I find a Refuge ? 71 | 
No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guile | | 
So much tranſcending their's ; but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts w1 a me from their Dens, 
And Birds of Prey mol me in the Grave. 

LIV Mexander. 


ag cannot form themſelves in Words fo 


As can, pies! my Guilt. Darpw' 4 for Love. 


My Senſes blaze, my laſt I know is come, 

My laſt of Hours, tis wondrous horrid now, 
My lawleſs 12521 ans boundleſs Power reproach me, 
| Lag” 5 MO 
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O Power of Gailt, you fear to fand the Teſt,” j 
Which Virtue brings, like Sores your Viees ſhake + 
Before this Roman er: But by the Gods, N tt 
Before I go, Pl] rip the Malady, © 1307 
And let Venom _ ps 7 Eyes. an A 

* EE's . 


Ler us ge together, 100 | 
=o 
| 


Full of © our Guilt, diſtr wkere to 1am. 
Like the firſt wretched Pair, diſpelld cheir Fassdito 1 
Let's find ſome Place, where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſome and venomous, Walks, w Poiſons hang 


Like Gums againſt the W where . dee 
By Night, 45 feed u We | amper'd Imp, 
Fat with the wa Babes; thete 70 Nb 


Or War e 1 | 


The Horror i Woke, 1 Guilt, 
Now ſeizes on my Thoughts, and hurries ow - 
Into =y N of a mad Deſpair, 


SouTHBRN's Pens. 


When Guile is in its Blaſt of Infancy, + 
It trembles' in a Tenderneſt of Shame: 
And the fit Eye that pierces thro' the Veil, 
That hides the Secret, brings it to the Faces. 
But thine amazes mo, andi ſbems confirmd 
Beyond Confuſion bold, and dares the, Light. 
SOUTHERN" s Spartan Davie.” 


Why doſt thou tremble when: I look d thee} | 

When thou would' ſpeale, en. un ring 
Ton £ 

Thy Fn. 4 All Arguments of Guile! 
Thy Colour goes and comes upon thy Face, N 
And thy young Treaſon bluſhes to be ſeen: 
The murder'd Body, at the Mutrd'rer's Touch 
Will bleed afreſh ; nor can rs ber 
The WI of one | betray'd, without Confuſion, - 


Laxnsbown's Heroic Love. - 


N 2 Earth 
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Earth open quick, and take me to the Centre ; 
e Cedars, fall and cruſh me, to conceal me: 
But what Retreat can hide me from my Thoughts ? 
For I have ſeen my Shame, and that's to me 
As much as if the aſſembled World beheld it! 
| | Dzxnis's Rinaldo and Arnida. 
| Guilt is the Source of Sorrow, tis the Fiend, 
Th' avenging Fiend, that follows us behind 
With 'Whips and Stings., | 
oY ai n Rowz's Fair Penitent. | 
And doſt thou bear me yet, thou paſſive Earth! 
Doſt thou not labour with my murd'rous Weight? 
And you, ye glittering heavenly Hoſts of Stars, 


. - | Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you ; 


For I am all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, 
And Nature ſickens at mee. | 
Now as I paſs, the crowded Way ſhall ſound 
With hifling Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation ; 
Ihe lateſt Annals ſhall record my Shame; 
And when th' avenging Muſe with — Rage 
Would fink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 
She'll ſay, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's falſe, ſhe's foul as Phedra. 
REY SMITH 's Pheara and Hippolytus. 


Henceforth, let no Man truſt the firſt falſe Step 
Of Guilt, it hangs upon a Precipice, | 
Whoſe ſteep Deſcent in laſt Perdition ends. 

How far I'm plung'd down beyond all Thought, 
Which I this CE fram'd ; but be it ſo, 
Conſummate Horror, Guilt beyond a Name! 
Dare not my Soul repent ; in thee Repentance 
Were ſecond Guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſ juſt Heav'n 
By hoping Mercy. Ah, my Pains will ceaſe, | 
When Gods want Power to puniſh ; 


| Riſe never more, O Sun, let Night prevail, 
Eternal 


Eternal Darlneſt cloſe the World's wide Scene 
And hide e on on and' myſelf." 172 2 


Ponce Bier, 
Why all theſe Signs in Nature,, why this T umale, 


To tell me I am 3 4 ? If my Crown 
The Fates dema y let them talee it back! 


My Crown indeed [may reſign, but . 500 u, 
Who can awake me Dead? An un 
'Tis hence” theſe Speeches ec inp Midnight 


Thoughts, . 
And Nature's Laws are * to diſcompoſe me ; 
"Tis I that whirl theſe Hartieanes in Air, 
And ſhake the Earth's urn wich my Er. 
1 


y do they C0 me on a Couch of Thorns ! 
. fhould reſt? They did me cloſe my . 
But thro' the Lids F fee a thoafand Fornts; 
Numberteſs Tertors!” F ut both Eats ; and: yer © 
I hear infernal Howlings ! Death and 


er! 


Have laid hold Ta me O miſerable that I . 


Wou'd I had died as innocent as 
Let me think no more; 1s there no Ph | 
Can cure the Mind 7 No athing to kill R en; 
That I could drink Oblivion Lees: ! 9 when 
Shall I have Ne? 0 
bets Puticaes $ Duke of Glanner. 


Tbe Noon of be in pad — gentle sleep. 
Which friendly Nig upon the labour'd Hind, 
Flies from the Embraces of a Monarch's Arms ; 22 
The Mind diſturb'd denies the Body Reſt. 


Of all the Evils that attend Manteindſdß ba 


Spite of Philoſophy, the worſt is Death: 
Or wherefore does our Nature fear it moſ>? . 


 :.. STUBMY,'s Len and 
3 * 3 


n 
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* 'The Guilty ever are moſt. hard to 
Vice makes them ſtubborn, haughty, and remorſelefs ; 
And as their Views all center in Self-Love, 
Soon hate what once controuls that darling Paſſion. 
'Et1z., Haywoop's D. * Branſeick-Lunenburgh. 


* As by ; tho gentle Plains, 
Great Fleas rie, Sie, * — ow the Rains ; 
So Men from little Faults to great proceed, 


Guilt grows on Guilt, and Crimes do. Crimes ſucceed. | 
WanDEsFORD's Fatal Love. | 


* The guilty Min 
Debaſes the great [mage dk eas * 


And levels us with 
H AVARD's 1 Seanderbeg. 


* What a State is Guilt, 
When ev'ry fy This alarms it! like a Centinel, 
Who ſleeps upon his Watch, it wakes in Dread, 
Ev'n at A Breath of Wind, . Ibid. 


| Late, too late 1 find, 
Nor Faith, nor Gratitude, nor friendly: Truſt, 
No Force of Obligations can fubfift 
Between the Guilty. BROOR E. Celan. Vaſe. 


„O what a State is Guilt how wild ! how 
wretched ! | 
When A — can form nought but Fears, 


WT rd . _  HavarD's Regulus. 


„ Such is the Fate of Guilt to make Slaves Tools, 
And then to en n Maſterr—by „ 


Tia the FRF of datt whs bas are guilty | 


md be believ'd when innocent. 
188 s King Jobs. 


* How: 
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* Hop Oath once harbour'd in the conſcious 
realt; + He L 
Itinidaccs the Brave, degrades he Great, et 30 

S, JonnsoN's Irene, - 


* When haughty Guilt exults with impious Joy, 

_ Miſtake ſhall blaſt or Accident deſtroy ; 

Weak 2 with erring Rage may throw the - 
art 

But Heav'n ſhall guide it to the guilty 10 


* Jealous of Danger, Men make haſte in Guilt : 
Worſt, to be ts _ hold no Means too wicked. 
1 Hirr' Merahe. 


„ who yaw <6 Gul _ 
Ibid. 


* Oh conſcious Guilt ! | 
How dumb, thy Voice, unlook'd-for, ſtrikes the: 
Bold. Bid. 


* Outcaſts of Virtue; 
What Nation will receive us? Whither fly? 
Where · e er the Sun drives round the various Day, 
Tis the ſame Sun, that here beheld our Guilt; 
In'vain the Midnight Cloud ſhall fall upon us, 
Nor ſhall the Grave's eternal Darkneſs-hide it ; 
"Twill riſe to futures Worlds. 


£2 - Faancrs' s Eugenia. 


. b Tu Gait alone, 
Like Brain- ſick Frenzy, in its feyeriſh Mood, 
Fills the light Air wi viſionary Terrors, 
And ſhapeleſs Forms of Fear, ; 


Infernat 


— 
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0 $1} * Hnfornal Guile! Nie wobl 
How of hid riſe f in ev'ry hideous Sha 
Of Rage and Doubt; Suſpicion and — + 
To my Soul! more wretched far than they 


Made wretched by my Crimes I; | 


The END of the FIRST VoLUME. 
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